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PREFACE. 



It was long a matter of paJnful doubt to the Editor 
whether he should he justifiable in committing to 
the press the collection of Remains contained in this 
volume ; convinced as he was that none of them 
were ever designed for that purpose by the Author 
himself, who, indeed, would have shrunk from tlie 
idea of publication. However, his hesitation has been 
overborne by the strong hope that they may prove 
generally instructive as well as interesting, and afibrd 
a peculiar gratification to a wide eirele of friends. 

It was at first intended to pubUsh the Sermons 
only ; but, on a more mature consideration, it seemed 
advisable to give a short account of the Author, inter- 
spersed with his poems and other remains, particularly 
as many of them have been for a considerable time 



in private circulation amongst a few acquaintances, 
and would, most proliably, have found their way to 
the press in some other shape. In fact, their pub- 
lication appeared inevitable; and it therefore seemed 
better that they should go forth to the public through 
the hands of a friend, who was in possession of all 
tbe original manuscripts, and who had also the hap- 
pinese of an uninterrupted intimacy and communi- 
cation with the Author, from the time he entered 
college until his lamented death. 

The state in which the papers were committed to 
him rendered it a task of greater labour to select, 
arrange, and transcribe them for the press, than can 
easily be imagined. This circumstance, and the late 
arrival of aome promised communications, caused a 
greater delay in the publication than the writer could 
have anticipated. 

The miscellaneous nature of the work may possibly 
tender it more generally useful than one eidwsUidy 
upon religious subjects. Many, who admire the rap- 
tures of the poet, may be induced to regard with 
reverence the instructions of the divine ; they may 
feel a peculiar desire to mark what thoughts a heart, 
animated by the Muse, can bring forth when hallowed 
by a loftier and purer inspiration. 



PREFACE. V 

The Editor is painfully conscious how imperfect is 
the sketch which he has here given of the Author's 
life and character ; and must throw himself upon the 
indulgence of the fiiends who are most deeply inte- 
rested in the work, with an humble hope that they 
will make candid allowance for any error of judgment, 
or defect in execution, which they may observe in the 
performance of the pleasing but anxious task he has 
had to fulfil. 



PREFACE TO THE EIGHTH EDITION. 



In revising this work for an Eighth Edition, I wish 
to give espresBion to the lively satisfaction it haa 
afforded me to witness its wide diffusion and favour- 
able reception. I have never had any other* interest 
in its puhlication than a natural desire to see the 
remains of a dear triend made interesting and iiseM 
beyond the circle of his acquaintance : but this con- 
sideration alone is enough to make me watch its 
progress in public estimation with anxious concern. 
The same motives which induced me to give it to the 
public, oblige me to supply any additional information 
which circumstances, from time to time, may require, 
relative to the subject of the Memoir, or to those 
literary and religious compositions, which, knowing 
them to be his, I published amongst his Bemains. 
The only one which seems to require special notice 
here is the celebrated poem on the " Burial of Sir 
John Moore," which first brought the author's name 
prominently before the public. 

• The proceeda of thp First Edition, and sale of the copyright, 
were deiolcd tn religioQB and charilabli: objects. 



i stated in the Memoir, that '* it had become 
" the prey of literary apoliatore, whose dishonest 
" ambition was immediately detected and exposed." 
All claims had been entirely withdrawn for a eon- 
aiderabte time before the publication of the Memoir 
and Remains, &c., and the title of Charles Wolfe 
fiUly authenticated in published letters of his friends ; 
amongst which was one from the Rev. Geoi^e Mil- 
ler, D.D., of Armagh (referred to in the last page 
of the Memoir), and another from an early college 
fiiend,' John Sidney Taylor, Esq., quoted in page 
24, 25, of the volume. The ground was thus clear ; 
and it seemed therefore unnecessary to enter into any 
lengthened statement of corroborative proofs. It was 
inserted among the author's more valuable Remains 

" Since this Prefece was written for tie press I have heard, 
witii much rcgiel, that the honouiahlo and useful career of this 
distinguished gentleman haa closed in death. In latter yenrt he 
had riaen rapidly to eminence at the English bar, and had realiieil 
the high anticipations nf hit earlf frienda bj the aucceuful eiercise 
of mental and moral qualitiei of no connnon order. He is known 
to hare been the writer of tbe leading articlEis in the Morning 
Herald for many years, amoDgst which were those fervid and 
efiectiYe appeals in fiivour of the meliocatiDn of our Criminal Code, 
whii^ Eo strongly engnged tbe public attention, and were [iStev- 
warde published in two volumes. 

His name requires no panegyric here: — I desire merely to place 
it,B»it were, on the same tablet witt that of his early friend. II 
IB mfficient to record here, that his memory as a philanthropist and 
a man of gemns will Boon he honoured by some public luoaument, 
far which parposc a pubhc mealing was lately convened, under the 
auspices of some names of Che higliest rank and honour. 
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on my own actual knowledge and responsibility; and 
it was distinctly announced in the preface " that alt 
the poems and other reTnairu were going forth to the 
public through the hands of a friend," who had an 
uninterrupted intimacy and communication with the 
author from the time he entered college until hii 
lamented death, and who wis in actual possession tif I 
ail the original inaiivicripU, special reference being 
aho made to the AniHoa's own Manuscript of the 
poem relative to a various reading in one Gtanza 
(vide page 27). It has passed through seven editions 
without a rival claim, until this year (1S41), when 
a case was got up, with a plausible array of cir- 
cumstantial evidence, in behalf of a schoolmaster, 
under the patronage of the assistant minister of Tem- 
ple (neai' Edinburgh); the whole of which was pub- ( 
lished in the Edinbui^h Advertiser {19th March 
1841). The attempt was promptly met by a host 
of ardent friends and contemporaries of the true 
author, who started up in various quarters to pro- 
tect his laurels from the handa of the spoiler. The 
result was {aa acknowledged by the Editor of the 
paper in which the false pretensiuns had been ably 
put forward) " that Mr. Wolfe's claim, from the 
" evidence in hands, was so clearly and unequivocally 
" established that all doubt or mystery on the subject 
" was for ever removed." (See Edin. Advert. 7th 
May 1841.} The assistant minister of Temple, with 
creditable candour, hastened publicly to avow the 
error into which he had been betrayed; and finally 
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obt^ned ftom the oifender a full confession " Uuit hie 
" previoita statements were mthout the shadfw of a 
" fou7tdalion." (Vide last fage of the vol.) 

The documentary eyidences and correBpondence to 
which this affair gave rise are in my possession, but 
it seems now unnecessary to give them to the public, 
Some of them have already appeared in the news- 
papers of the day. 

It would appear, that the omission of a date to 
the poem in queation furnished a pretext for the fa- 
brication here mentioned. It is obvious, that had the 
date been given it would not have been suSicient to 
deter a i literary impostor from his purpose: on the 
contrary, it might have supplied a new facility, by 
tempting him to assume an earlier date, so that, 
ultimately, the rival claims should be determined by 
other considerations. Written, as it was, without 
any view to publication, and associated with no pro- 
tninent landmarks of time, or with any circumstances 
more interesting than those now introduced in tiie 
Memoir, it is possible the author himself, (if still 
living,) could not supply the date with certainty or 
precision ; and I am sure there are many writers of 
distinction who would be at a loss to assign an exact 
date to some of their own compositions. It is re- 
markable that in the recent attempt, and one pre- 
vious to the publication of the Remains, &c., both 
pretenders were unlucky enough to hit on dates 
posterior to the time within which the poem was 
actually composed. Had they been furnished with 



detailB, they might have assumed an anterior date^ 
with other plausible circumstances to favour their 
pretensions. — This seema enough to vindicate the 
Editor in the course he has adopted; and he does 
not now enter into any particulars as to the date 
with a view of fortifying his position, but on the 
presumption that it may gratify a natural curiosity 
on the part of a large number of readers, who seem 
to have taken a deep interest in the matter. At 
this distance of time I cannot take upon me to state 
with certainty ihe year in which the poem was com- 
posed: but I am fully persuaded that it must have 
been within the limits specified in a note* from one 
of the author's most valued and intimate friends, the 
most Rev. Charles Dickinson, now Bishop of Meath, 
to whom he alludes in a letter to the Editor (vide 
page 120, last edition), I have inserted this note 
at the foot of page SO in tliis edition, with a letter 
from the Rev, S. O'SuUivan, giving an interesting 
account of the origin of the poem. 

It is important to mention here, that a letter, or 
rather fragment of a letter, found by Dr. Luby (Fel- 
low of Trin. Col.) amongst his brother's papers, con- 
taming a complete copy of the poem in Oie atU/ior'a 
hand-iirrkiiiff, wag read before the Royal Irish Academy 
on the 2Gth of April 1341, by John Anster, Esq., 



" In B letter addreased to The Sun, an earlier dale w 


sasaigned 


by W. V. Sanitey, Esq.. but. on more n 


lature refledtion 


he >tnud, 


in k fiiendly letter to myielf, that it TS 


uat have been « 


rritlvn at » 









IiIiJ).,* an early fiiend of Wolfe, and one of kin- 
dred genius. It was a.ddresaed to his friend, John 
S. Taylor, Esq. No date appears on the part pre- 
served! but the post-mark of Sept. 6th, 1816, fixes 
the time at which it wils sent. This, however, does 
not fix the year when it was composed. It may 
have been a year or more afier its contpktion that 
a perfect copy was sent to him, on his return from 
the Temple to the South of Ireland, after a long 
absence. 

I here transcribe an observation of Dr. Anster, at 
the close of his communication (vide page 91 of Pro- 
ceedings of the Academy, IStl, No. 29). "The 
" question as to the authorship of the Ode was for 
" ever set at rest to any one who had seen either 
" the letters of Mr. Wolfe's friends at the time of 
" Captain Medwin's publication (Conversations of 
" Lord Byron) or Archdeacon Russell's book. Were 
" there any doubt on the subject of authorship, the 
" document now procured would completely remove 
" it : but for tliis purpose it would really not be 
" worth while to trouble the Academy with the 
" communication, as it would be treating the in- 



■ TranBlfltor of Ooethe'e Faust, and aullior of many pooma of 
Eiagalar beauty and ariginalitj. Amangst otbec friendly observ- 
ntioni on tlie Memoir, he bears gratifying testimony ^ to the 
entire fideHty" with whicb it dcBcribes the character, and habits, 
and feelingi of one whom }>e (Dc. A.) describes "as one tif lAc 
moit piir»-iniaded, geiuroai, anrf afftxlionate taiarei that ever 
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sane pretensions now and then put forrrard in the 
newspapers, for this peraon or the other, with too 
much respect, to diaeuBs them seriously, or at all: 
— but, another and very important purpose would 
be answered, by the publication of the authentic 
copy of the poem from Wolfe's autograph, in their 



Dr. Anster then recommends that the Academy 
should print a fac-simjle of it, as the best means of 
correcting and guarding against mistakes, whether 
in our own language or foreign translations. His 
suggestion was accordingly adopted. On the next 
night of meeting he presented to the Academy, on 
the part of Dr. Luby, the original letter of the Rev. 
C. Wolfe ; and " the special thanks of the institution 
" were voted to Dr. L. for the donation of this very 
" interesting document."' — Such was the interest felt 
amongst the members of this distinguished scientific 
and hterary body with regajd to our author and this 
relic of bis genius 1 

Amongst many high tributes to his name, and 
glowing panegyrics on his celebrated poem, appeared 
an article in the Witness newspaper (Edinburgh), 
entitled " Food for D'Igraeii," in which the true 
author's claim was ably vindicated : from it I tran- 
scribe the following spirited critique : — " Who is it 
" that relishes poetry and does not admire the Ode ? 

* It agrees KW'nrataly {eicepllng the word " nofc " for " houT," 
seicnlli 9liui7J4,) n-itL llie autograph whioh the aathoc hinuelf gave 
Die, and which I copied for ihe preEB. 
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" Men's heftrta would have found it out without the 
" aid of criticism, even had not Byron pronounced 
" it the finest of modem timea. Does it not seem as 
" if it had grown out of the circumstances which it 
" describes — as if it had been poured forth on that 
" terrible night — a melodious embodyment of sorrow 
" and tenderness from the heart of a great army, 
" saved by the wisdom and bravery of him whom, 
" in saving them, they had lost 1 The burial seems 
" scarce half an hour over — the story is told with 
" a heart full to the bursting. Every circumstance 
" on which, we know, grief fondly lays hold rises 
" up before us, as if there had been no intervening 
" art of the poet ; for the communicating medium is 
" forgotten in the feeling conveyed. The hurried 
"and silent funeral — the uncoffined corpse — the 
" gloom partially broten by the solitary lanthom and 
"the struggling moonbeam — the brief and hard- 
" breathed prayer — the deep but silent grief, too 
"big to find vent in tears or lamentations — the 
"long steadfast gaze on the face 'that was dead,' 
" — the bitter, bitter thought of the morrow! The 
" enemy will be here, and they will tread over him ! 
" — When ever did human sorrow find more perfect 
" utterance ? Fmn would they have smoothed down 
" the narrow {lonely) pillow. 

" Grief luxuriates in such offices ; but it forms no 
" light portion of the agony of this wretched hour 
" that they cannot indulge in these. Scarce have 
" they committed the beloved of all to his narrow 
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"bed — Boarce haTe they accompliBhed half their 
" taflk, when the signal calls them away ; the bell 
"tolls; and the silence of the night is yet iurther 
" broken by the sullen firing of the enemy. Who 
" need be told that the verse which embodies feelings 
" and imt^ery such aa these, and which thus em- 
" balms sorrow, and renders it immortal, ie poetry 
" of the highest order ? or who is there that feels at 
" all, who does not feel it to be such ?" 

I may add here, that all tJiis bears the " very 
farm and preesure " of the mind of Charles Wolfe. 
The Bcene, with all its affecting circumstances, seems 
to have started up before him, with all the vivid hues 
and exact outlines of reality ; and thus presented 
fixedly, as it were, before the tablet of Iub mind, his 
poetic susceptibilities instantly caught the impression 
(as if acted on by a ray of inspiration from above) 
with a magic truth and precision like the light- 
produced picture of modem art. 

If other proofs were wanting, the whole style and 
thought furnish an internal presumptive evidence in 
favour of the true author to any critical reader of his 
compositions ; and, as it is thus eloquently expressed 
in a letter from the Rev. James Wills (author of 
Lives of IlluBtriouB Irishmen, and other works of 
merit), " No port;rait of Wolfe has ever been half 
" BO like his features as that Ode to his whole mind: 
" every turn of it breathes the singular union of taste, 
" spirit, and buoyant enthusiasm in which his heart 
' was framed ; and one who knew him might have 
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" recognised hU hand. They who have not had such 
" meaiiB, may he referred to all his other writings, 
" and especially his poems, which are overflowing 
" with the same characters, and are indeed not in- 
" ferior, when estimated fairly and critically." 

It may he worth recording here, aa "a curiosity of 
literature," a whimsical instance of the serious cre- 
dulity with which a literary jeit d'esprit is sometimes 
taken up. There appeared in the Sun nwapaper 
(15th April 18*1,) a communication (taken from the 
Boulogne Gazette) from a. gentleman, designating him- 
self " ScnOator" (to indicate, I suppose, his singular 
Bagacity,) containing an ingenious French version of 
the poem on Sir John Moore, and gravely announcing 
it a» tm original J or, at least, a marvellous coin- 
ddence with oTiother original. It is alleged to have 
been written on the death of a, French officer who 
met a similar fate to tliat of General Moore. One 
would have supposed that a jocular sally of the well- 
known Father Prout (No. I. Bentley's Miscellany, 
1837,) would not have been so soon forgotten. The 
facetious Father (who under this sobriquet, " incolumi 
gravitate tentavil jocos,") has frequently amused his 
ciasaic readers with happy Latin imitations of Moore's 
Melodies, and other popular songs. In this instance, 
his joke seems to have gone farther than he intended. 
I am credibly informed that (among others) a. moat 
intelligent person, well read in modem literature, was 
aiaolvtdj/ eonfounded by the announcement in " The 
Sun." But there appeared one adventurer i 
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field, who seems to have been most laughably caught 
in the worthy Father's snare. Stepping forward, in 
the coJumns of the Sun, under the signature R. A., 
he boldly announces himself not only as a champion 
in behalf of the French lines, which he avers that he 
had heard thirty years before in a tavern in Lisbon, 
but also as being actually cognizant of the myste- 
rious origin of the much-admired poem itself, which - 
he solemnly reveals as havirg been then and there « 
composed by a midshipman, who hit upon a moat 
literal tranglation of the entire original, from h< 
ing part of it recited by a Frenchman in company. 
Had not a timely disclosure of the real origin of the 
French lines been made by the Rev. Joseph Mar- 
ahall (chaplain of H. M. S. the Victory), an affec- 
tionate friend of Mr. Wolfe, the joke would have 
probably rebounded from paper to paper, and have 
hit many other sapient readers in a similar way. I 
find that there has appeared in the last number of 
Bentley's Miscellany (No. 19) amitker oriffinai, (evi- 
dently in the same sportive mood,) in German 1 
Truly, the fate of this poem ia not a little singular. 
Whilst it has received the most serious and enthu- 
aastic admiration among all classes of readers, it has 
ttiforded a proUfio theme for low parody and jocular 
translation ; and some of its more remarkable lines 
have been vulgarised into popular phrases, and hack- 
neyed by misapplied quotation. 



As ; 



I instance of the 



sometimes prac- 
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tised to obtain celebrity, the fallowing fact was stated 
in the Evening Mail (which I myaelf had heard be- 
ibre, from the beat authority), by George DowneB, 
Esq ," an early and esteemed friend of the author. 
" While Mr, W. was residing in Exeter for the 
" benefit of his health, a copy of verses was put 
" into the hands of his sister, with a whisper that 
" they were the production of a clergyman of the 
" place, who was unwilling that his name should be 
" mentioned in connexion with them. On opening 
" the paper, she found her brother's poem on the 
" burial of Sir J, Moore '." Before I close this Pre- 
face I wish to quote a passage from a letter of the 
Rev. Joseph Marahall to the minister of Temple, 
which may serve to show what little value our 
author had set upon mere literary fame, and the 
delicacy " with which he would have shrunk from 
the idea of publication," as I observed in my former 
Preface. He states, " that during a visit to Mr. W. 
" at Castle Caulfield, in 1818, having alluded to the 
" poem on Sir J. M. which had appeared some time 
" before in the Newry Telegraph, and having be- 
" trayed his suspicion of the true author, Mr. W. 
" perceived his secret was discovered ; and with a 
" blush belonging to those ' who do good by stealth,' 
" and with a modest confusion which hastened to 
" disclaun all praise, oc rather to deprecate blame 



" for wsBted time, he ended our little diBcuBaion v 
" these worda, ' Well, I believe every one at & 
" Hvie or oilier, in his life, is guiMy of rhyming; 
"but those days are poet witli me.''' And they 
" were past with him, and so was every thought 
" which might not directly redound to the glory of 
" Gnd and the happiness of man — to the estend- 
" ing of the Redeemer's kin^om on earth. If we 
" could conceive the happLneas of heaven to be 
" troubled by what paesea here on earth, i am con- 
" vinced that nothing would diminish that of my 
" Bmnted friend more than to find that his earthly 
" unsought honours had been, the occasion of so much 
" Mn." In this sentiment I fully concur, and I am 
persuaded that he would rather that the poem had 
never issued Irom his mind, or that it had been tn- 
Btantly buried in oblivion, than that it should have 
become a snare to a single soul; and I may add, 
on the other hand, that if aught could heighten big 
present happiness, it would be, to think that the in* 
spiration of the Muse had, in any instance, made v&y 
for the voice of the christian preacher, and that iha 
words of eternal life iiad thus penetrated into a heart 
first moved by the poet's song. The whole impulse 
of his guileless and generous spirit, while on earth. 
was to do good to the souis and bodies of his fellow- 
beings, and if that pure spirit, " now made perfect," 
have been permitted to carry these sympathies into 
the unseen world, it would assuredly be a new and 
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tised to obtMn celebrity, the following fact was stated 
in the Evening Mail (which I myself had heard be- 
fore, from the best authority), by George DowneB, 
Esq ,* an early and esteemed friend of the author. 
" While Mr. W. was residing in Exeter for the 
" benefit of hia health, a copy of verses was put 
" into the hands of his sister, with a whisper that 
" they were the production of a clei^man of the 
" place, who was unwilling that his name should be 
" mentioned in connexion with them. On opening 
" the paper, she found her brother's poem oq the 
" burial of Sir J. Moore !" Before I cloae this Pre- 
fece I wish to quote a passage from a letter of the 
Rev. Joseph Marshall to the minister of Temple, 
which may serve to show what little value our 
author had set upon mere literary fame, and the 
delicacy " with which he would have shrunk from 
the idea of publication," aa I observed in ray former 
Preface. He states, " that during a visit to Mr. W. 
" at Castle Caultield, in 1818, having alluded to the 
" poem on Sir J. M. which had appeared some time 
" before in the Newry Telegraph, and having b&- 
" trayed his auspieion of the true author, Mt. W. 
" perceived his secret was discovered ; and with a 
" blush belonging to those ' who do good by stealth,' 
" and with a modest confusion which hastened to 
" disclaim all praise, or rather to deprecate blame 

* Author of Lellers from Mecklenburg and Hoblein, and otier 



BI&HTH EDITION. 

" for wasted time, he ended our little discussion with 
" these worda, ' Well, I believe every one at some 
" time or other, m hii life, is guUly of rhyming ; 
" but iWs days are past with me t ' And they 
" were past with him, and ao was every thought 
" which might not directly redound to the glory of 
" God and the happiness of man — to the estend- 
" ing of the Redeemer's kingdom on earth. If we 
" could conceive the happiness of heaven to be 
" troubled hy what passes here on earth, I am con- 
" vinced that nothing would diminish that of my 
*' sainted friend more than to find that his earthly 
'* unsought honours had been the occasion of so much 
*' ain." In this sentiment I fully concur, and I am 
persuaded that he would rather that the poem bad 
never issued from his mind, or that it had been in- 
stantly buried in oblivion, than that it should have 
become a snare to a single soul ; and I may add, 
on the other hand, that if aught could heighten his 
present happiness, it would be, to think that the in- 
spiration of the Muse had, m any instance, made way 
for the voice of the christian preacher, and that the 
words of eternal life had thus penetrated into a heart 
first moved by the poet's song. The whole impulse 
of his guileless and generous spirit, while on earth, 
was to do good to the souls and bodies of his fellow- 



beings, and if that pure spirit, ' 



J made perfect," 



have be«n permitted to carry these sympathiei 
^n world, it would assuredly be a nei 
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THE REV. CHARLES WOLFE. 



In attempting to akeloh even a brief Memoir of 
a fiiend, whose existence had been for many years 
blended with our owii, there are difficulties which 
may be more easily conceived than described. 

It is hard to restrain the pen from the expression 
of feelings which to others would be tedious and un- 
interesting. It is hard also to speak fully and freely 
of the immediate subject of the narrative without an 
apparent self-obtrt^ion. This, liowever, ahall be caie- 
fully avoided in the present littl* work ; the object of 
which is, simply, to collect the Remains, and record 
a Few particulars of the life and character, of one little 

I known to the world ; but who, throughout the circle 
in which he moved, excited an interest which cannot 
easily be forgotten, and diffused blessings with which 
his name and his memory will long be held in grateful 

i auoclation. 
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Amidst the pensive recollectians awaJcened by an 
attempt to record the life of a departed friend, there 
may be much to oiFord comfort and instruction to 
one's self, which it would be difficult, perhaps im- 
posaible, to convey to an uninterested reader. It can 
easily be conceived in general, with what a tender 
and prevailing influence the instructions received at 
former periods of life come home to the heart, when 
they are associated with the recollection of the amiable 
qualities, the exalted principles, and the early death 
of a cherished friend, from whom they have been im- 
bibed. "Amidst the Badness of such a remembrance 
" (says an eloquent writer*), it will be a consolation 
"that they are not entirely lost to us. Wise mo- 
" nitiona, when they return on us with this melan- 
"choly charm, have more pathetic cogency than when 
" they were first uttered by the voice of a living 
"friend." "It will be an interesting occupation to 
"recount the advantages which we have received 
"from beings who have left the world, and to rein- 
" force our virtues from the dust of those who first 
"taught them." 

Such have been the feelings of the writer, and such 
will probably be the feelings of other friends upon the 
recollections which this little memoir may awaken. 
But upon tliese sentiments it ia unnecessoiy, as it 
would perhaps be obtrusive, to dilate, I shal! therefore 
pass on to the immediate subject of the memoir. 

To those who have personally known him whose 
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8 are presented in this volume to the public, 
it may be Batisfactory to learn some particulars of 

Charles Wolfe was the youngest son of Theobald 
Wolfe, Esq. of Biackhall, county Kildare. His mo- 
ther was the daughter of the Rev. Peter Lombard. 
He was bom in Dublin, 14th December, in the year 
1791. The family from which he was descended 
has not been undiatinguishcd. Through the military 
schievements of the illustrious hero of Quebec, the 
name stands conspicuous upon the records of British 
renown. It has also been signalised at the Irish bar, 
especially in the person of the much -lamented Lord 
Kiiwarden, one of the same family, who was elevated 
to the dignity of the judicial bench. At an early age 
the subject of this memoir lost his father ; not long 
after whose death the femily removed to England, 
where they resided for some years. Charles was sent 
to a school in Bath in the year 1801 ; from which, in 
a few months, he was obliged to return home in con- 
sequence of the delicacy of his health, which inter- 
rupted his education for twelve months. Upon his 
recovery, he was placed under the tuition of Dr. Evans, 
in Salisbury, from which he was removed in the year 
1805 ; and soon after was sent as a boarder to Win- 
cheater school, of which Mr. Richards, sen. was then 
the able master. There he soon distinguished himself 
by his great proficiency in classical knowledge and by 
his early powers in Latin and Greek versification, and 
displayed the dawnings of a genius which promised to 
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set him amidst that bright conEtellation of British 
poets which adoniB the literature of the preseot age> 

The tnanj- high testimonies to his amiable dispo- 
sition and superior talents, which are supplied by the 
affectionate letters of his schoolmasters, show that he 
was not overvalued bj his own family, with every 
member of which he seems to have been the special 
favourite. I cannot better describe the manner in 
which his character as a boy Vi-as appreciated at school 
and at home, and how deservedly it was so prized, 
than in the follon-ing simple language of a very near 
relative, to whom I am indebted for some of the par- 
ticulars of his life already mentioned. '' The letters 
" I enclose you bear testimony to the amiable cha- 
" racter of my dear, dear Charles, such as I ever 
" remember it. Those from Mr. Richards I can better 
"estimate than any one else, from knowing that he 
" was not easily pleased in a pupil, or apt to flatter. 
" He was greatly attracted by superior talents ; but 
" you will see that he speaks of qualities of more 
" value. He never received even a slight punishment 
" or reprimand at any school to which he ever went ; 
" and in nearly twelve years that he was under my 
"mother's care I cannot recollect that he ever acted 
" contrary to her wishes, or caused her a moment's 
" pain, except parting with her when he went to 
" school. I do not know whether he ever told you 
" that he had, when a boy, a wish to enter the army, 
" which was acquired by being in the way of military 
" scenes ; but, when he found it would give his mother 
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" pain, he totally gave up the idea, which I am sure, 
" all his life, he thanked God that he had done. In 
" 1808 he left Winchester, (where he had been three 
" years,) owing to our coming to Ireland, as my mo- 
" ther could not think of leaving him behind. Hig 
" company was her first earthly comfort, and ahe 
" could not relinquish it ; indeed, we used to count 
"the hours when the time drew near that he was 
" expected. We were often told that we should gpoil 
" him, but you know whether it was so. When we 
"arrived in Ireland, it was intended that he should 
"go to some other Bchoot r but he did not go to any, 
*■ nor bod he any one to read with him, so that he 
" entered college with much less previous instruction 
"than most others. I believe you knew him soon 
"after; and I need not tell you of him since, or what 
"he has been, even if I could. I have never heard 
" of a schoolfellow or a college aci;[uaintance who did 
" not respect or love him ; but I will not say more to 
" yoM." 

The pleasing testimony to hia character and abilities 
contained in this extract is indeed fully borne out by 
the accounts which some of his schoolfellows have 
given of him to the writer. They spoke of him with 
the strongest affection, and represented him as the 
pride of Winchester school. Some of the poems and 
Latin verses by which he distinguished himself there, 
shall appear at the close of this volume. 

In the yeai 1809 ho entered the University of 
Dnblin, under the tuition of the late Rev, Br. Paven- 



port, who immediately conceived the highest interest 
for him, and continued to show it hy special proofs of 
his favour. In a few monthB after his entrance, the 
writer had the happiness of becoming acquainted with 
him. This casual acquaintance soon became a cordial 
intimacy, which quickly ripened into a friendship 
that continued not only unmterrupted, but was ce- 
mented more and more by constant intercourse and 
by community of pursuits: it waa above all, im- 
proved and sweetened by an unreserved interchange of 
thoughts on those subjects which affect our eternal 
interests, and open to us the prospects of friendships 
which death can only suspend, but not destroy. 

Our author immediately distinguished himself by 
his high classical attainments, for which he was early 
rewarded by many academical honours. The first 
English poem which attracted general notice was 
written very early in hia college course, upon a subject 
proposed by the heads of the university. It evinces 
a boldness of thought, a vigour of expression, and 
somewhat of a dramatic spirit, which seems to entitle 
it to a place in this little collection; and it shall 
therefore be presented first in order to the reader. The 
prison-scene of Jugurtha (which is the subject of the 
poem) gave the author full scope for a masterly ex- 
hibition of the darkest and deadliest passions of human 
nature in fierce conflict. Disappointed ambition, re- 
venge, despair, remorse, were to be represented as 
rapng by turns in the captive's mind, or dashing, 
as it weiei against each other, and struggling for 



utterance. The subject was proposed in the following 



Well — is the rack prepared — the pincers lieated ? 
Where is the scourge ? How ! — not cmploj'd in Rome ? 
We have them in Nmnidia. Not in Rome ? 
I 'm tanj for it ; I coold enjoy it now,^ 
I might have felt them yesterday ; but now, — 
Now I liave seen ray funeral procession ; 
The chanot-wheeU of Marina have roU'd o'er me ; 
His horees' hixifs have trampled me in triumph, — 
I have Bttain'd that lerrihle conaummatiun 
My B»nl coiiid eland aloof, and from on high 
Look dnwn upon the ruins of my body. 
Smiling in apathy : 1 feel no longer ; 
1 ihollenge Rome to give another pang. — 
GodB ! how he smiled, when he beheld me pause 
Before hia car, and bcdwI upon the niob ; 
The eurae of Rome was burning on my Ups, 
And I hod gnaw'd my chain, and hurl'd it at them. 
But that I knew he would have sDiited iigoiu. — 
A king ! and led before the gaudy Marius, 
Before those shouting masters of the world, 
Ab if I had been conquered ; while each street. 
Each peopled wall, and each insulting window, 
Peal'd forth their brawling triumphs o'er ray head, 
Oh ! for a lion from thy woods, Numidia 
Or hod I, in that moment of disgrnee, 
Enjoy'U the freedom but of yonder slave, 
I would have made my monmnenl in Rome. 
Yet am I not thai fool, that Woman fool. 
To think disgrace entombs the hero's soul, — 
11 damps his fires and dims his gloiie 
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That no bright laorel can adorn the brov 

That once haa bow'd ; no victoty's tnunpet-nitDil 

Can diova in joj the rattling of hit chaina ; 

No ;— could one glimpse of victory and Tongeonce 

Dart preciously acroM me, I could kiss 

Thy footstep's dust agnin ; then all in flame, 

With Masunima'B energies imquench'd, 

Start Erom beneatli thy chariot-wheels, and graap 

The gory latucl reeking in my view. 

And force a posaage through disgrace to glory — 

Victory! Vengeance I Glfliy 1^ — Oh, these cfuuna! 

Hy »ul 's in fetters, too ; for, from this moment, 

Through all eternity I see hut — death ! 

To me there 's nothing future now, but death : 

Tbea come and let me gloom apon the past. — 

So then — Nmaidia 's lost ; those daring piojei^i — 

(Pnijeeu that ne'er were breathed to mortal man. 

That would have startled Marias on his car,) 

O'erthrown, defeated I What avails it now. 

That my proad views despised the narrow limits. 

Which minds that span BJid measure out ambition 

Had Hx'd to mine ; and, -while I seem'd intent 

On savage subjects and Numidiaii forests, 

My soiil had pass'd the bormds of Africa ! 

Defeated, overthrown' yet to the last 

Ambition taught me hope, and still my mind. 

Through danger, dight, aad carnage, grasp'd dominio 

What Rome has done, she did it fur ambition ; 
What Rome has done, 1 might — I would have done 
What liou host done, thou wretch ! — Oh had she pn 
Nobly deceitful I had she seized the traitor. 
And join'd him with (he ihte of the betniy'd, 
I had forgiven her all ; for he had been 
The consolation of my prison hours; 
r could forget my wues in. stinging bim ; 
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And i^ before tUa duy, hia little noul 

Had not in bondage wept itHolf away, 

Rome and Jogurtba ahould have trionipTi'd o'ei him. 

Iflolt hare, thou caitiff, if thou tanal, and sea 

The fragments ufJuguitha; riew him wrapt 

In the laat shred he boirow'd froDi Numidia ; 

'Tis (OTer'd with the dust of Rome ; behold 

Uia rooted gaze upon tbc chains be wears. 

And an the channels thej have wrought upon him ; 

Then look aroniid upon bis dungeon walla. 

And view jon scanty mat, on wbich hia frame 

He flings, and rushes from his thoughts to sleep. 

Sleep! 
1 11 sleep no more, until I sleep for erer : 
When I slept last, I bean! Adberbal screnin. 
I ni sleep no more ! I 'U Mini until ! die : 
My eyes shnll pore upon my miseriea, 
Until my miseriea shall be no more. — 
Yet whereibro did he aorcam ? Why , I have heard 
Hi> lidng scream,— it was not half so frightful. 
Whence cnmes the difference ? When the man was li' 
Why, I did gaie upon his couch of torments 
With placid Teugeance, and each angiiish'd cry 
Gave me stem sntisfbction. Now he 's dead. 
And his lips move not ; yet hie voice's image 
Flaah'd auch a dreadful darkness o'er my soul, 
1 would not mount Numidia'a throne again, 
Did every night bring such a scteam as that. 
Oh, yea, 'twas I that caused that livixff one, 
And therefore did its echo seem so frighted. 
If tvere Co do again, I would not kill thee ; 
Wilt thoD not bo coatenled ? — But thou say'st. 
" My fitlhcr waa to thee a father aJso ; 
" Ho walch'd thy in6int years, he gaye thee alt 
" That youth could ask, and scarcely manhood came 
iH came a kingdom nlso ; yet didal thou " 
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It '. — thfly lave col brqught me food- 
it perceive it nntU now ? 
lold, — ray Nuraidian cruise ie still about me — 
I No drop within — Oh &ithM Iriendl companion 
I Of nmny a weary march aud tbirsty day, 
I Tie the first lima that thou bast bil'd my lips. — 
r Gods ! I 'm in tears !— I did not tbinlt of weep"m| 
I Oh, Marius, wilt thou cTcrfeullike this? — 
I behold the ruins of a city ; 
an a craggy fragment site a form 
Thdt seems in rains also : bnw unmoved, 

le looks 1 Amazement I it is Macins 
s, tbink'st tbou now upon Jugurtha ? 
be 'a caught my eye ! I Bee no more 



E 
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^^^V The above poem was written in the first year of his 
^^^^ college course, at which early period he had gained the 
ll highest distinction amongst his contemporaiies for his 

[j classical attwnments. Towards the close of the same 

year, he had to sustain a severe domestic affliction in 
the death of his mother, — an event which wrought 
i| upon his affectionate heart an impression of the deepest 

As soon as he was enabled to resume his studies, 
he entered upon them with diligence. He did not, at 
first, apply with much interest or assiduity to the 
course of science prescribed in our university ; and it 
appears that the circumstance which first led him to 
bestow upon it the attention proportioned to its im- 
portance, was a desire to assist some less gifled ac- 
qumntance in tliat branch of his academic pursuits. 
This was indeed truly charactenstlc of his natural 
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dispoaition, which ever led him to apply himaelf with ( 
greater zeal in promoting the advantage or interest of 
others than his own. It had, however, a faTouiable 
eSect upon his own studieB, as it drew out his talents 
for scientific acquirements, and gave such an impulse 
to his progress, that he soon aher won the prize from 
the most distinguished competitors, at an examination 
in which the severer sciences foniied the leading sub- 
jects. When his circumstances, some time afterwards, 
rendered it expedient for him to undertake the duties 
of a college tutor, he discharged the task with such 
singular devotednesa and disinterested anxiety, as ma- 
terially to entrench upon his own particular studies- 
He was, indeed, bo prodigal of his labour, and of his 
time to each pupil, that he reserved little leisure for 
his own pursuits or relaxations. 

At the usual period he obtained a scholarship, with 
the highest honour, upon which he immediately became 
a resident in college. Anew theatre of literary honour 
was opened to him at the commencement of the same 
year, where his genius for composition in prose and 
verse, and his natural powers of oratorical excellence, 
had more ample sphere for exercise and cultivation. 
In the Historical Society, of which he was now ad- 
mitted a member, they were encouraged and expanded 
by the stimulus of generous competition, and by con- 
stant mental collision with the most accomplished and 
enlightened of his fellow -students. He soon obtained 
medals for oratory, and for compositions in prose and 
verse; and was early appointed to the honourable 
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office of opening the sesaiona, after the summer recess, 
by a speech from the chair. This was the grand post 
of distinetiou to which the most successful speakers in 
the society continually aspired. The main object of 
the addreaa was to unfold the advant^es resulting 
from the Institution, and to expatiate at lai^e upon 
its three leading departm en ta,— History, Poetry, and 
Oratory, Our author, though he had not fully com- 
pleted his speech, was received with the highest ap- 
plause, and the gold medal was adjudged to him by 
unanimous acclamation. This speech aeema never to 
have been written out fairly; but some fragments of 
it have been preserved, which, with a few other of his 
early productions, ahall be presented to the reader in 
the course of this volume. 

Most of his poems were written within a very short 
period, during his abode in college ; but the order in 
which they were composed cannot be exactly ascer- 
t^ed. It is not the editor's object to enter into any 
minute critique upon the several fugitive little pieces 
which are here collected together ; they ahall be ac- 
companied principally with such brief notices as may 
appear neccMary to throw light upon the occasions 
which gave rise to them, and the circumstances under 
which they were written, 

The nest specimen of his poetical talents, which it 
may not be uninteresting to insert here, seems to have 
been but little valued by himself, aa he never took the 
trouble of trans eribing more than a few lines from the 
first rude sketch. His native modesty, and the fa9-_ 
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tidioua judgment which he exercised over all liis own J 
compoaitionsj led him often to undervalue what eTea i 
his most judicious Irienda approved and admired. 

The subject of the present poem is one of great 
historical interest. It chiefly reters to the hattle of 
Busacot which first inspired the allied armieB with ■ 
mutual confidence, and led the way to those a 
ful struggles which terminated in the complete deliver- J 
ance of Portugal from the usurpation and tyranny of 1 
France. A brief account of thia engagement, extract- I 
ed irom the Edinburgh Annual Register, (vol. iii. J 
p. 462>) niay tbrm an appropriate introduction to the'l 

"Buaaco, which was now to become famous in 
'British history, had long been a venerable name ii 
■Portugal. It is the only place in that kingdon 

■ where the barefooted Carmelitea possessed what, ii 

■ their language, is called a desert, an establiehment 
where those brethren whose devotion fliei 
highest pitch, may at once enjoy the advantage of I 
the eremite, with the security of the cenobile life ; f 
one of those places where man has converted t 
earthly paradise into a purgatory for himself, but ' 
where superstition almost seems sanctified by every 
thing around it. Tiie solitude and silence of Busaco 
were now to be broken by events in which its her- 
mits, dead as they were to the world, might be per- 
mitted to feel all the agitation of worldly hope and 
fear. The British and Portuguese anny was posted 
along the ridge, extending nearly eight miles, and 



" forming the aegmeiit of a circle, whose extreme 
" points embraced every part of the enemy's position, 
" and from whence every movement of the enemy 
" below could be immediately observed. On the 26th 
" Sept. 1 810, the light troopa on both aides were en- 
" gaged throughout the line. At six on the following 
" morning, the French made two desperate attacks 
" upon Lord Wellington's position : one on the right, 
" the other oa the left of the highest point of the 
" Bierra. This spot is remarkable, as commanding one 
" of the most extensive views in Portugal ; and on 
" the very summit stands a cross, planted upon a basis 
" of masonry of such magnitude, that it is said three 
"thousand carts of stone were used in the work. One 
" division of French infantry gained the top of the 
" ridge, and was driven back with the bayonet ; an- 
" other division, farther on the right, was repulsed be- 
" fore it could reach the tnp. On the left they made 
"their attack with three divisions, only one of which 
" made any progress towards the summit, and this 
" was charged with the bayonet, and driven down with 
" immense lose. Some of the Portuguese charging a 
" superior force, got so wedged in among them, that 
"they had not room to use their bayonets; they 
" turned up the but-ends of their muskets, and plied 
"tiiem with such vigour as completely to clear the 
" way." 
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eze rigli'd sadly o'er the midnight flood ; 
On Lisbon'B towBTB Don Honry's spirit Blood : 
He wore not helm, he wore not casque ; hit hai r 
Stream'd like a funeral banner in the air ; 
In monmM HtUtndo, with aspect drear. 
He held reversed his coantrj'a guardian spear ; 
Dark waa hia eye and gloomy was his brow. 
He gamd with sternness on the wave below ; 
Then thrice aloft the deathflil apear he shook. 
While sorrow's torrent from his bosom broke: — 
Fiends I may the angel of deatmction shed 
This blood-red cup of horrora an yanr head ! 
Throngioul yonr camp may hell-Uim demons play. 
Grin ruin to jour host, and howl diimay ! 
Waa it for this, dear, desolated shore ! 
I tanght proud Commerce here her gifts to pour. 
Allured from &irer Italy the maid, 
I And here the ground-works of the empire laid ? 
[ la there a bolt to mortal guidonoe gircn ? — 
" Where are the thund'ring delegates of HeaYen ? — 
I TbroDgh Enropc'a plains the tytant's Toice is heard, 
I And Uoad-red Anarchy her flag has rear'd, 

round her gorgon eyes Irom native France, 
I And petriiied the nations with a glance ; 
\. Affiighted Italy her blasted vines 

~ u dropp'd, and Spain let fall her orange lines, 
I And tongh Teutonic foreits, though they broke 
T AwMlo her toree, yet yielded to the stroke. 
I Where ahall I turn, where find the free, the brave, 
f A heart la pity, and an arm to save f 
p To Britain, glorions Britain will I call, 
! "Her bulwark, valour,— and the sea, her wall. 



Aroond her creit Oaul't javelini idly pla}-, 
Add glance with baffled impnlenee ansf ; 
Her hands the reddenJDg bolts of Tongeancs bear 
and deoth upon her apear ; 
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She giaijn tbs laurel, Ehe comraande the day. 
England, what ! ho i— as thin the spectre spoke. 
All Lisbon's turrets to their l»sea shook ;■ — 
England, nhat ! ha '. — agnin the stjectre cried, 
And trembling Tagus hea*ed with aJl his tide, — 
England, to ainns ! — at this dread call, advaJice ! 
Assist, defend, protect '. — now Iremble, France ! — 
He spoke,-'thEn plunged inta the river's breast. 
And Tagui wrapt him in his biUony rest. 

It roiie upon the piuiona of the blast. 
The midnight shadea are gone, the glooms are &ei. 
See : the dawn broke as Britdn rearM her head ! 
With Albion's apear upon her shield ahe smote ; 
Throngh every iaiand rung the inspiring note. 
Roused at the eonnd, the English lion roae, 
And burnt to nieel hereditary foes ; 
From Highland rocka came every Scottish clan ; 
Forward niali'd Erin's sons, and led the van. 
The Usrarer shook,— them sent each chief of narae. 
Partners of Victory, share rs of his fame. 
Who bore Oaul's etandanl through the hostile throng, 
While Lodi trembled as Itiey rushM along ; 
Who traversed Egypt's plains and Syria's waste. 
And left a red memorial where thay pass'd ; 
Who bath'd, 'midst French and Austrian heaps of slain, J 
Their gory foolateps on Marengo's plain : 
And those who laid the Pinssian glories li 
Yet felt a Brunswick's last espiring blow 
Who on Vimeira's heighte were taught to 
vengeful fury of a frccmEin's steel : 



Who hung on DritiBh Moore in hit retreat. 
And parchased deal eipi'rience by defeat. 
Such vere the chief) thai Gaul'i bittalja led ;— 
Tet England came, — the; mel her, and ihcj fled. 
At dark Busaeo'i foot altiod France's might. 
Us hopes of Britain occapied the height, 
Ganl'a mantling terrors lo the lummit tend, — 
Hold, Britain, charge not,— the attiuk snipead ; 
Hush'd be the British whirlwind, — not a breath 
Be heard within thj boat, — be adll as death ! — 
With gathering gloom comes France's dark, aitaf , — 
Rett, Britain, on thy arms, — thy march lielsy. 
See ! France has gain'd the lumiuit of the hill 1 
Sre ! ihe advances ! Soldier, yal be itill. 
She "> at our bayonets, — touchei CTery gun,' — 
Now speed thee, England I and the work is done- 
Now where is France ? — Yon mDuntam heap of dead. 
Ton scalter'd b="d, will toU you how they aped ; 
The dying groati ,the penetrating yell. 
May tell how quick she lunk, ho-w soon Bhe feU. 
Her eon* are gone, her choicest bbod is spilt. 
Her brightest spear is ihiier'd to the hilt. 
Nor ceased they here ; but from the mountain height 
Tempestuoua Britain rolls to meet the tight, 
Poon the full tide of battle o'cc the plain, 
And whelms beneath the waves its adverse tntin ; 
The vnn'|uiah'd squadrons dread an added loss ; 
They skulk behind the rampart and the fesse. — 
Why lingers Wellesloy ? Does he fear their force ? 
Dreads ho their foot, or trembles at their horse ? 
Ala* 1 by hands unioen he deals the blow. 
By hands unseen he prostrates ev'ry foe. 
One night— (and France still shudders Bt tliat night, 
Prepant with death, with horror, and affright;) 
Om night— on plans of victor)' intent, 
bo the hostile camp he sent ; 
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It waB a wretch, decrepit, ehriTel'd, wild, — 

A liBggard riesge tliat had never smiled ; 

The miicreant's jawB wera never seer to close. 

The miscreant's eyes had never known repose. 

Swift to the Qallic camp she sped her way. 

And Britain's soldiers, ■ere the dawn of day, 

Heard through the hnslile Icnta her toolslep's tread ;— 

For Famine — raging Famine claim "d her dead ! 

With iiimtic haste they fled the fetal post. 

Long boldly held— now miserahly lost ; 

Dismay, confusion tlirough the rent appear, 

VictorioaB Britain hnngs upon their rear. 

No, sweet Hunuinity ! I dare not leQ 

How infants hied, how mothers, husbands fell : 

I dare not paint the agonizing look 

The mother gave when Oanl her infimt took, — 

Took, and while yet the cheruli's smile was fresh, 

Pierc«d its fair Umhs and tore its baby-Sesh : 

I dare not paint the wife's trajiEporting woe. 

When snnk her husband by Maasena's blow. 

Hear, thou dread warrior 1 hear, thon man of blood T \ 

Hear, thou with female, infant gore imbrued ! 

When, sinking in the horrors of the tomb, 

Th' avenging nngel shall pronounce thy doom — 

When war's loud ycU grows famt, the drum's dead n 

Strikes languid, and more langaid on Che sonl — - 

When Brilain's cannons may unheeded roar. 

And WeDesley's name has power to fright no more,— 

Yon widow's shrieks sliall pierce thee till then rave, " 

And iomi a dread artillery in the grave I 

Heard je that burst of joy ? From Beira's coast 

To Algsjve'a BDuthcm boundaries it crost ; 

It pass'd from undulating Tagns' source. 

And burst where Clundinna holds his course. 

Farewell ! proud France ! (they cried) thy power i 

Farewell for ever to thj iron yoke ! 



^ 
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Bat bleat foe CTer !ie old Ocean's qaeen ! 
Still an bis bosom may the leiga serene ! 
When on these pluna our fatorc ofiEpring gaze. 
To them our grsteM heart shall eonnd tby praise 
To Britain''9 generons aid these plains we owe. 
For us aba draw the aword, and benl the bow. 
We sunk, we crouch'd beneath a tyrant's band— 
VictotiauB Britain looaed Ih' uaurpcr'a band. 
Wfl bow'd to Franco, ohej'd each stem decree, — 
Britain rose^ — and all was &ee! 



It requires no apology for introducing here a poem 
already well known to the public — the Ode on the 
Burial of Sir John Moore. For some years past it 
has excited considerable interest in the literary circles; 
and it was mentioned by a highly respectable autho- 
rity as having been long a matter of surprise among 
them that its author had not revealed his name, or 
published any other similar production. Subsequently 
to this account, it has obtained a very general popu- 
larity from the splendid eulogium pronounced upon it 
by the late Lord Byron. Little as the author himself 
seemed to value the shadowy grize of poetic reputa- 
tion, or of any mere worldly distinction, it appears but 
an act of literary justice to establish his claim to the 
production of a poem so justly and so honourably 
appreciated, by giving it a place amongst his more 
valuable remains.* The noble poet's enthusiastic ad- 

f before this edition went to preaa, I received the 



miration of this nameless and unpatronized effusion 
of geniuB is authenticated in a late work, entitled 
" Medwin's Conversations of Byron." The imprasB 
of Buch a name upon the poetic merits of an ode 
deemed not unworthy of his Lordship's own tran- 
Bc^dent powers, is too valuahte not to he recorded 
here. 

The passage alluded to occurs in vol. ii. p. 154, 
(second edit.) of the above-mentioned publication, and 
is as follows : — 



" Mv t 



'' Aidbraccan, Augast SS. 1841. 



*^ I diHtmctly i«mtmber that I rpad to Hercules Oravea 
Chariaa Wolfe's poem on Sir John Moore, 'Not a dnuo was 
heard,' (as yon have published it,) in my rooms. No. 5, in 
college. This must have been botncen 31st Manh IBIS, and 
33rd December, 1 B 1 5 i for it was during that time lliat I re- 
aidod in those rooma, aa appears by the college registry of 



of dat< 



□ far. 



we were thna eug^ed. For my pnjt, however, I think it un- 
necesisry to Hssign an exact date. Many others, besidea yon 
and myself, con aver that Charles Wolfe gnvc it to ua as bia 
own composition. Those who know him would want no fur- 
ther proof th^t he was fully capable of writing it I cuinnt 
but think that his sennons &equently present even more nf 
poetic iiro than thia ode. 

" Believe mo yours sincerely, 

"CHAttLBS Meatu." 
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" The conversation turned after dinner on the ly- 
" rical poetry of the day ; und a question arose as to 
« which was the most perfect ode that had been pro- 
"duced, Shelley contended for Coleridge's on Switzer- 
"land, beginning — 'Ye Clouds,' &c. ; others named 
"Bome of Moore's Irish Melodies, and Campbell's 
" Hohenlinden ; and had Lord Byron not been pre- 
"sent, his own Invocation in Manfred, or the Ode to 
" Napoleon, or on Prometheus, might have been 

"'Like Gray,' said he, 'Campbell smells too 
" much of the oil ; he is never satisfied with what he 
" does ; his finest things have been spoiled by over- 
" polish. Like paintings, poems maybe too highly 
" finished. The great art is effect, no matter how 
" produced. 

" ' I will show you an ode you have never seen, 
" that I consider little inferior to the best which the 
"present prolific age has brought forth.' With this, 
" he left the table, almost before the cloth was re- 
" moved, and returned with a magazine, from which 
" he read the following lines on Sir John Moore's 
" burial. 

■' The feeling with which he recited these admirable 
" stanzas I shall never forget. After l:e had come to 
" an end, he repeated the third, and said it was per-- 
"fid, particularly the lines — 

' But he lay like a wnrrior Hiking his rc^t, 
■ Wilh hii matlial <:loak orDund him,' 
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"'1 should have taken the whole,' aaid Shelley, 
" ' for a rough sketch of CampbeD's.' 

" ' No,* replied Lord Byron ; ' Campbell would 
" have claimed it, if it had been hia.' " 



The poem found its way to the press without the 
concurrence or knowledge of the author. It was re- 
cited by a friend in presence of a gentleman travelling 
towards the north of Ireland, who was bo much struck 
vrith it, that he requested and obtained a copy; and 
immediately after, it appeared in the Newry Tele- 
graph, with the initials of the author's name. From 
that it was copied into most of the London prints, and 
thence into the Dublin papers ; and subsequently it 
appeared, with some considerable errors, in the Edin- 
burgh Annual Register, which contained the narrative 
that first kindled the poet's feelings on the subject, and 
supplied the materials to his mind. It remained for a 
long time unclaimed ; and other poems,* in the mean- 
time, appeared, falsely purporting to be written by the 
same unknown hand, which the author would not take 
the pains to disavow. It lately, however, seemed to 
have become the prey of some literary apoliatora, 
whose dishonest ambitiun was immediately detected 
and exposed. Indeed, it is hard to say, whether the 
claims were urged seriously, or whether it was a stra- 
tagem to draw out the acknowledgment of the real 
author. However, the matter has been placed beyond 
* Amongst tboie was nn " Address lo Sleep," which appeared 
in Blnekwaad'a Magamo. 



THE BBV. C. WOLPB. 

dispute, by the proor that it appeared with the initials 
C.W., in an Irish print, long prior to the alleged dates 
which its false claimants assign. 

It is unnecessary to enter into further particulars 
upon this point, as the question has been set at rest; 
and as Captain Medwin, who at first conjectured the 
poem to have been written by Lord Byron himself, 
has avotred, in his second edition of his work, that 
"his supposition was erroneous, and that it appears 
" to be the production of the late Rev. C. Wolfe." It 
may be interesting to prefix the paragraph in the nar- 
rative of Sir John Moore's burial, which produced so 
strong an emotion in the mind of our author, and 
prompted this immediate and spontaneous effusion of 
poetic genius.* 

• 1 extract tbe foUowiiig paarage from a letter addreBBed W 
ma by the Rev. Samuel O'SuUiTan, which perfectly agrees with 
vhat I heu^ Bt the ^e, coiiceming- the otigin of the poem< 

"Phffinia Ritk, 23nd April, 1841. 

" I think it wa« about the nimmer of 181* or 1815 (I canm 
" Bt the moment eay for certainty which), I was sitting in my co 
" lege rooms,— I then occupied the ground-floor of No. 26, — an 
** reading in the Edinburgh Annual BegiBter, in which a vei 
* itiiking and beautiful acccont ia given of the burial of Sir Job 
■• Moore. Wolfe came in, and (as you know my cuatom waa) 
** mode him iiaten to mo as I read the pasBage, which he heard 
" with deep and eeneible emotion. We nere buth loud and ai 
" dent in our commeodatlDU of il( and after some little time 
** propoaed to our friend to take a walk into the country. He 
** mnietited, and we bent our way to Simpson's nursery, a place 
** about half-way between Dublin ojid the Rock. During ouc 
" itroU Wolfe was unusually meditative and silent ; 
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" Sir John Moore had of^en ^aid, that if he was 
"killed in battle, he wished to be buried where he 
" fell. The body was removed at midnight to the 
" citadel of Coruniia, A grave waa dug for him on 
" the rampart there, by a party of the Bth regiment, 
" the aides-de-camp attending by turns. No coffin 
" could be procured, and the officers of his BtafT 
" wrapped the body, dressed as it waa, in a military 
" cloak and blankets. The interment was hastened ; 
" for, about eight in the morning, some firing waa 
" heard, and the officers feared that if a serious attack 
" were made, they should be ordered away, and not 
" suffered to pay him their last duty. The officers of 
"his family bore him to the grave; the funeral 
" service was read by the chaplain ; and the corpse 
" was covered with earth." — Edinburgh Annual Re- 
gister, 1808, p. isa. 

" memlier having been provoked a little by meeting witfi no 
" reepense oc Bympat);; to my frequent buTsta of Hdmiration about 
" the ceuntrr and the icener;, In which, on other oceasionB, be 
'* used BD coidisllj to join. But he atoned for his apparent dnl- 
" neaa and inseniibility npon his return, when he repeated for 
" me the Rrat and Inst veraes of bis besittitul odo ; in the eompoEi- 
" tinn of which he had been absoibed daring our little perambula- 
" tion. 1 Dipresaed a raptonms approbation, with which he wem- 
■* ed greatly pleased. My ■brother {Rev. Mortimer CSnlliran) 
" ma present when this look place, and wasaleo greatly delighted. 
** Those were the only verses which our dear friend at hret con- 
" templnted ; but, moved, bb be aciid, by my approbation, his mind 
■■ worked upon the subject after he left me, and in the morning he 






■' piMcd." 



les, by which it was c( 
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THE BURIAL OF SIR JOHN MOORE. 



a drum was hciLTd, not a funeral note, 
a hia corse to the rampart wc hurried ; 
F Nnt a mldier discharged his ferevfell shot 
'ei the grasB where our hero we buried. 



I We buried him darklj- at dcjid of uight, 
The sods Willi our bayone ts laming ; 

I Bj tbe struggling moaDbeam'a misty light, 
And the laathorn dimlj hitmiug- 



No UKleBs coffin Inclosed his brcnsl, 
Not in sheet or in shroud we wounc 

Bat he lay like a warrior taking his re 
With his martial cloak around hira. 



I Few and short were the pmyers we Buid, 
re spoke not a word of sorrow ; 
It we Bteadihstly gazM on the then that w 
re bitterly thought of the morrow. 



'e tboaght, aa wa hollow'd his uarrow bed. 
imooth'd down his lonely pillow, 
P Tbnt live foe and the elianger would tread o'er his head, 
re lar awa; on the billDW : 



Ugtitly they 11 talk of the spirit Ihafs gone, 
And o'er his cold ashes upbraJd him, — 

But little he '11 reck, if thej let him sleep on 
In the grave wheio a Briton has laid hun> 



But half of DOT hea?; laak was done, 
When the elock struck the hour for retiring ; 

And we heard the distant and random gun 
That llie fae wai sullenly firing. 



Slowly and ladly wo laid him down, 

From the field of his &me fresh and gory ; 

We carved not a line, and we raised not a stom 
But we left him alune with bis glory ! 



The principal errors in moat of the copies of this 
poem were pointed out by an early irjend of the 
author* in an eloquent letter which appeared in the 
Morning Chixjnicle, October 29th, 1824. One error, 
however, which occurred in the first line of the third 
Btanza, he omitted to correct. The word " confined" 
was aubstituted for "enclosed," manifestly for the 
worse, as it appears somewliat artificial, and incon- 
sistent with the nervous simplicity of thought and 
expression which marks the whole poem. The third 
line of the fourth stanza has been commonly altered 
thus — " on the face of the dead." I cannot forbear 
quoting the critical and just observations of the firiend 
above mentioned, upon this unhappy error. " The 
• John Siduey Taylor, Esq,, of the Engl 
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" expresaion, as it has been printed, is common-place ; 
" that for which it was ignocantly substituted, is ori- 
" ginal and affecting. The poet did not merely mean 
" to tell us the fact, that the comrades of Moore gazed 
" on the fiice of their dead chief, — but he meant to 
" convey an idea of the impression which that form of 
" death made upon them. ' They gazed on the face 
'' that was dead,' pves not merely the fad, hut the 
" sentimfnt of death. It is like some of those fine ' 
" scriptural expressions, where the sirnptest terms are 
" exuberant with imagination. It intimates the awful 
" contrast between the heroic animation which kindled 
" up that countenance just "before in action, and its 
" now cold, ghastly, and appalling serenity." — Upon 
another error, which has universally prevmled, in the 
seventh stanza, the same eloq^uent friend has observed, 
" The third and fourth lines tiaye been thus given, 

'And we iieacd by Ihe cliatant and random gun, 
' That Ihe ibe was suddenly firing :' 

" but it was originally written, 

' And wo heard the distant and random gun 
' Of the enemy sullenly litiiig.' * 



• Thei 



- of the above 



awue, thai the foortb tine of tUia ttiwm was at firel wiitttn 
the anther ai I hate copied it. It Wiis lubsequently altered in 
way be givea it, at the suggeation gf a Utemry friend ; Iju 
loaoB proper tu print it oa it actually slonda in the authot^s c 
manuBcript, &om vhich I lake ic There is no difference 
KHK ; bnt, perhaps, soma may think the rhythm better si 
was OTigiaall; written. 
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" I need scarcely point out to any reader of the 
" leaat poetic taate the Buperiority of this passage to 
" the fictitious one. The statement of the foe being 
" guddenly firing, implies a new and vigorous attack, 
" which was contrary to fact. The lines, as Wolfe 
" wrote them, are better poetry, and more agreeable 
" to truth. They represent the enemy, who had 
" come on with the flush of anticipated victory, now 
*' sullen in defeat, firing rather from vain irritation 
" than useful valour, keeping up a ahow of hoalilities 
" by ' the distant and random gun," but not venturing 
" on any fresh and animated onset. In this way, the 
" passage becomes as picturesque as it is concise and 
" energetic." 

It appears from the interesting convereation in 
which the above poem was assigned so high a place 
in the lyrical compositions of our language, that Camp- 
bell's Hohenlinden was also brought forward by some 
of the company as one of the finest specimens of the 
same order. This powerfully descriptive and sublime 
ode was a peculiar favourite with our author. The 
awful imagery presented in such a rapid aucceasion of 
bold and vivid flashes, — the burning thoughts which 
break forth in such condensed energy of expression, — 
and the incidental touches of deep and genuine pathos 
which characterise the whole poem, never failed in- 
tensely to affect his imsgination, and to draw out the 
I most rapturous expressions of admiration. It waa, 
Y indeed, the peculiar temperament of his mind to dia- 
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play its emotions by the strongest outward demon- 
strations. 

Such were his intellectual senaibilitiea, and the cor- 
reaponding vivacity of his animal spirits, that the ex- 
citation of his feelings generally discovered itself by 
the most lively expressions, and sometimes by an im- 
restTMned vehemence of gesticulation, which often 
afforded amusement to hia niore aedate or leas im- 
pressible acquaintances. 

Whenever, in the company of hia friends, any- 
thing occurred in his reading, or to hia memory, which 
powerfully aflected his imt^nation, he usually started 
from his seat, flung aside his chair, and paced about 
the room, giving vent to his admiration in repeated 
exclamations of delight, and in gestures of the most 
animated rapture. Nothing produced these emotions 
more strongly than music, of the pleasures of which 
he was in the highest degree susceptible. He had an 
ear formed to enjoy, in the most exquisite manner, 
the simplest melody, or the richest harmony. With 
but little cultivation, he had acquired sufficient skill 
in the theory of this accomplishment to relish its 
highest charms, and to exercise a discriminative taste 
in the appreciation of any composition or performance 
in that delightful art. Sacred music, above all, (espe- 
cially the compositions of Handel,) had the most sub- 
duing, the most transporting effect upon hia feelings, 
uid seemed to enliven and subUmate his devotion to 
the highest pitch. He understood and felt all the 
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poftrg of mUBic, and was particularly felicitous in 
catching the spirit and character of a simple ur or a 
national melody. One or two specimens of the adapt- 
ation of his poetical talents to such subjects may give 
some idea of this. 

He was bo much struck by the grand national 
Spanish air, " Viva el Tley Fernando," the first time 
he heard it played by a friend, that he immediately 
commenced singing it over and over again, until he 
produced an English song admirably suited to the tune. 
The air, which has the character of an animated 
march, opens in a strain of grandeur, and suddenly 
subsides, for a few bars, into a slow and pathetic mo- 
dulation, from which it abruptly starta again into all 
the enthusiasm of martial spirit. The words are hap- 
pily adapted to these transitions ; but the air should 
be known, in order that the merits of the song may 
be duly esteemed. The first change in the expression 
of the air occurs at the ninth line of the song, and 
\ continues to the end of tlie twelfth line. 
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SPANISH SONG. 

Air — ViTa el Rey FaftNAHOo. 

The chein* of Spain are breaking — 

Let Ouul despair, luid fly ; 
Her wrathful tnuirpet *a ApcakiDg — 



Her standard o'er us arching 

Is burning red and 1^ ; 
The soul of Spain is maiching 

Ih ihundera to the wia 

Look ninnd your lovely Spain, 
And say shall Oaul remain ? 

Behold jon burning vaEcy— 
Bebuld JOD naked pMn — 
Let UB hear their dnini' — 
Lai them come, let them tome '. 
For Vengeance and Freedom rally, 
And, Spaniards I onwuj^ fur Spain I 

Remember, remembor Baroasa — 
Remember Napoleon's chain ; 

Remember j'nur own SaisgosBB, 
And strike f^r the cnuse of Spain ! 

Remember your own Snmgossa, 
And onward, anword for Spain '. 



The following little tale may serve to show with 
what feeling and refinement of taste he entered into 
the spirit of our national melodies. It 




as a characteristic introduction to the well-known a 
admired song, " The lost Rose of Summer." 



" Thia is the grave of Dermid : — he was the beat 
minatrel among us all, — a youth of a romantie genius, 
and of the most tremulous and yet the most impetuous 
feeling. He knew all our old national airs, of every 
character and description : according as hia song was 
in a lofty or a mournful strain, the village represented 
a camp or a funeral ; but if Dermid were in his merry 
mood, the lads and lasses were hurried into dance with 
a giddy and irresistible gaiety. One day our chieftain 
committed a cruel and wanton outrage against one of 
our peaceful villagers. Dermid's harp was in his 
hand when he heard it. With all the though tie ssneas 
and independent sensibility of a poet's indignation, he 
struck the chorda that never spoke without response, 
— and the detestation became universal. He was 
driven from amongst ua by our enraged chief; and all 
his relations, and the maid he loved, attended our ba- 
nished minstrel into the wide world. For three years 
there were no tidings of Dermid, and tlie song and 
dance were silent ; when one of our little boys came 
running in and told ua that he saw Denviid approach- 
ing at a distance. Inatantly the whole village was in 
commotion ; the youths and maidens assembled in the 
green, and agreed to celebrate the arrival of their poet 
with a donee ; they fixed upon the air he was to play 
for them — it was the merriest of his collection. The 
ring was formed; — all looked eagerly towards the 
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quarter from which he was ta arrive, determined to 
greet their favourite hard with a cheer, ■ But they 
Were checked the instant he appeared : he came slowly 
and languidly and loiteringly along ; — his countenance 
had a cold, dim, and careless aspect, very different 
from that espreesive tearfulness which marked his 
features, even in his more melancholy moments : hia 
harp was swinging heavily upon his arm ; — it seemed 
a burden to him ; it was much shattered, and some 
of the strings were broken. He looked at us for a few 
moments, — then, relapsing into vacancy, advanced, 
without quickening his pace, to his accustomed stone, 
and BBt down in silence. After a pause, we ventured 
to ask him for his friends : — he first looked up sharply 
in our faces,— next, down upon his harp, — then struck 
a few notes of a wild and desponding melody, which 
we had never heard before ; but hie hand dropped, and 
he did not finish it. Again we paused— then, know- 
ing weU that if we could give the smallest mirthful 
impulse to his feelings, his whale soul would soon fol- 
low, we asked him for the merry air we had chosen. 
We were surprised at the readiness with which he 
seemed to comply; — but it nas the same wild and 
heart-breaking strain he had commenced. In fact, 
we found that the soul of the noinstrel had become an 
entire void, except one solitary ray, that vibrated 
sluggishly through its very darkest part : it was like 
the sea in a dark calm, which you only know to be in 
motion by the panting which you hear. He had totally 
i former strains, not only 



those that were more gay and airy, but even those of 
a more pAisive cast ; and he had got in their stead 
that one dreary, single melody : it was about a lonely 
rose that had outlived all his companions ; this he 
continued singing and playing from day to day, until 
he spread an unusual gloom over the whole village. 
He seemed to perceive it, for he retired to the church- 
yard, and remained singing it there to the day of his 
death. The afflicted constantly repaired to hear it, 
and he died singing it to a maid who had lost her 
lover. The orphans have learnt it, and still chant it 
over poor Bermid's grave," 



Another of his favourite melodies was the popular 
Irish air, " Gramachree." He never heard it without 
being sensibly affected by its deep and tender ex- 
pression ; but he thought that no words had ever been 
written for it which came up to his idea of the pe- 
culiar pathos which pervades the whole strain. He 
said they all appeared to him to want individualUy 
of feeling. At the desire of a friend, he gave his 
own conception of it in these verses, which it aeems 
hard to read, perhaps impossible to hear sung, without 
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SONG. 
A tr— Gramachree. 



If I had thought thou could^st have died, 

I might not weep for thee ; 
But I forgot, when by thy side. 

That thou could^st mortal be. 
It never through my mind had past, 

The time would e'er be o'er ; 
And I on thee should look my last. 

And thou should'st smile no more ! 

n. 

And still upon that fece I look. 

And think 't will smile again ; 
And still the thought I will not brook, 

That I must look in vain ! 
But when I speak — thou dost not say. 

What thou ne'er left'st unsaid ; 
And now I feel, as well I may. 

Sweet Mary ! thou art dead ! 

m. 

If thou would'st stay, e'en as thou art. 

All cold, and all serene — 
I still might press thy silent heart. 

And where thy smiles have been ! 
While e'en thy chill, bleak corse I have, 

Thou seemest still mine own ; 
But there I lay thee in thy grave — 

And I am now alone ! 
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IV. 

I do not think, wherever thou art, 

Thou hast forgotten me ; 
And I, perhaps, may soothe this heart. 

In thinking too of thee : 
Yet there was round thee such a dawn 

Of light ne'er seen before. 
As fancy never could have drawn. 

And never can restore ! 

He was asked whether he had any real incident 
in view, or had witnessed any immediate occurrence 
which might have prompted these lines. His reply 
was, "He had not; but that he had sung the air 
" over and over till he burst into a flood of tears, in 
" which mood he composed the words." 



The following song was written at the request of 
a lady of high professional character as a musician, for 
an air of her own composition, which I believe was 
never published : — 



SONG. 



Go, forget me — why should sorrow 
O'er that brow a shadow fling ? 

Go, forget me — and to-morrow 
Brightly smile and sweetly sing. 

Smile — ^though I shall not be near thee ; 

Sing — though I shall never hear thee : 
May thy soul with pleasure shine. 
Lasting as the gloom of mine ! 

Go, forget me, &c. 
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Lite tbs Sun, thy pre sccice j^lowing, 
Ctothea (be tneausK thing! in light -, 

And when tbini, like him, an goins^ 
Lorejiof objecM bde in night. 

All things Inok'd so briglit nbout thee, 

Thai they nothing teem withont thee 
By that pore and laeid mind 
Earthly thiiigi are ton reGneJ. 

Like the Sun, &c 



Go, thou Tiiion 
Softly on my 


wildly gkaming, 
Boul that feU ; 


Go, for me no loDgcr heaming — 
Hope and Beauty ! fare ye wel 


Go, and all that 

Take, and leaye 

Glory's Immi 

Faitc; and th 

Od, thou liiiaii. 


once delighted 
me all beniphl^d : 
ng— generoiii swe 
e Poefs slielL 



THE FRAILTY Of DEAUTY. 

I mnit tune np my haip'e hcoken string, 

Bui yet such a theme will I sing, 

That I think bhe 11 not ask me again : 



For 1 11 toll her— Youth's blouot 
And that Beauty, the flower, n 
(And lure, if a lady con frowii^ 
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lU. 

The smiles of the rose-bud how fleet ! 

They come — and as quickly they fly: 
The violet how modest and sweet * 

Yet the Spring sees it open and die. 

IV. 

How snow-white the lily appears ! 

Yet the life of a lily 's a day ; 
And the snow that it equals, in tears 

To-morrow must vanish away. 

V. 

Ah, Beauty ! of all things on earth 
How many thy charms most desire ! 

Yet Beauty with Youth has its birth, — 
And Beauty with Youth must expire. 

VI. 

Ah, faiT ones ! so sad is the tale, 
That my song in my sorrow I steep ; 

And where I intended to rail, 
I must lay down my harp, and must weep. 

vn. 

But Virtue indignantly seized 
The harp as it fell from my hand ; 

Serene was her look, though displeased. 
As she uttered her awful command. 

vm. 

" Thy tears and thy pity employ 

^ For the thoughtless, the giddy, the vain,- 

^ But those who my blessings enjoy 
^ Thy tears and thy pity disdain* 
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"Foe Beauty aloDC ne'er beBtow'd 
" Such a thann as Reli^on has lent, 

" And the cheek of n bellu never glow'd 
" With a Bmile like the amilc of contCDl. 



"N 


hue, no 


uompleiio 


n can 


bra 


" For Beantj m 


uBt yieW 


Dold 


age 


"Bn 


Iwfll 


ot yield t 


the 


grav 



The history of Mr. Wolfe's eoUegi! hfe ia too de- 
ficieDt in incident of general intereBt to dwell minutely 
upon it. He never took any share in concerns of a 
public nature; hut, on the contrary, endeavoured to 
shun all occasions of notoriety. This portion of his 
life, accordingly, supplies but little other materials for 
his memoir than a short account of hia studies, and 
of hiB few desultory poetical efforts. Before we enter 
upon the more important part of his life, or attempt to 
exhibit hia character in its more serious aspect, it may 
be well to collect together in this part of the volume 
the principal compositions by which he distinguished 
himself amongst his fellow- students, and gave so fair 
B promise of future celebrity. Two of those which 
obtained medals in the Historical Society shall be 
given here at full length, and auch parts of his speech 
on opening the sessions as the editor has been able to 
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collect with accuracy from the mutilated fragments of 
the manuscript. 

The proae compOBitioii which follows will be princi- 
pally interesting to those who are conversant with the 
UBual course of academic studiea. It seems unneces- 
sary to add any explanatory notes for such readers ; 
and perhaps no helps of this kind, that would not be 
absolutely tedious, could materially heighten the inter- 
est to othen. 

Ita general design and manner may possibly remind 
some readers of a beautifii! paper by Addison, in the 
Tatler, called "The Vision of the Hill of Fame." 
I do not know that the author waa acquainted with 
it ; but even though it may possibly have suggested 
the outline of the plan to his mind, it will be found 
that the imagery and descriptive parts are perfectly 
original. In two or three instances, the same cha- 
raciers which are introduced in this vision appear in 
that of Addison ; but it will probably be allowed that 
the peculiar genius and character of each ia more dis- 
tinctly and fully brought to light in this little work of 
fency, and that, on the whole, it need scarcely shrink 
from a comparison with the beautiful paper above 
mentioned. ^^ 



TEE COLLEGE COURSE. 

At the close of that eventful day — to me the pe- 
f riod of a new existence, and the date to which I yet 



refer many a pleasure and many a pain — on which 
I became the adopted son of the University, I lay for 
a long time pensive and sleepless, pondering on the 
state into which I had entered, and anxious to ascer- 
tain what treatment I was to expect from my second 
mother ; till at length, though not naturally supersti- 
tious, I took my gown, 3s yet perfect and untorn, 
and folding it up with a sort of sacred awe, (not 
totally devoid of pride at my new dignity,) I placed 
it on the bed, and blessing the omen, reclined my head 
upon this academic pillow. You smile, no doubt, at 
the account — I have often smiled at the recollection of 
it myself — and yet the charm was Buccessful; for 
scarcely had I closed my eyea, before it raised a vision 
which I shall never forget, and upon the remembrance 
of which, whether in the midst of occupation or the 
midst of sorrows, I have often lingered with fondness. 
I fancied myself in front of those awful portals, 
fromwhicli I had that day, for the first time, emerged. 
They opened spontaneously ; and I beheld a monster 
of a most extraordinary appearance seated in the 
entrance. He had three heads ; and a poet would 
have called him Cerberus; but I, to whom nature 
never gave a simile, discovered his name to be Syllo- 
gigm- Two of the heads grew from the same neck ; 
One larger than the other. The third grew irom the 
other two, and always leaned to the weaker side. It 
seemed not to have anything original ; but catching 
at the words which fell at one time from the greater 
head, and at the other from the smaller, it formed 
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a ludicrouB combination from both. They all talked 
with a sort of liarah itnd systematic volubility ; and 
yet I was surprised to find that their whole gramraat 
consisted of one verb, one case, and one rule in syn- 
tax. — At this moment, an old man advanced, of 
a most venerable and commanding appearance; and 
Syllogism shrunk at hia approach. Instantly 1 fell as 
if my mind was unfolding itself, and that the recesses 
of my heart, and the springs of my feelings, were 
thrown open to hia view. His visage was emaciated 
vrith cares, but they were not the cares of the world; 
hia cheeks were pale with watching, but they were 
not tlie vigils of avarice. He turned to me with a look 
of encouragement, and unfolded to my eyes a map the 
most magnificent I had ever beheld — it was a map of 
the intellect. There 1 saw a thousand rivers, and 
thousands and ten thousands of rills and rivulets 
branching from them ; yet all these he traced to 
two grand sources; and the mountains whence thote 
Bourcea issued, he told me, reached to heaven; and 
for that very reason, clouds and impenetrable dark- 
ness enveloped them. He then pursued them through 
all their windings, — pausing, at times, to show tba 
delightful verdure of their banks — their mild and 
equable flow— and ofien pointing to the dreary desert 
occasioned by their absence, and the frightful precipice 
by their torrents. At length he traced them to the 
one grand ocean — the ocean of knowledge. On this 
were innumerable straits and quicksands : and he 
showed me the waters of probability, and the v 
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of millions who had mistaken their Bounding^ : and 
lastly, those vast polar waters which the Deity had 
locked with barriers of eternal ice, and from which 
those who entered them returned no more. I ob- 
served that he was rather garrulous, and fond of re- 
petition ; but I checked any disrespectful idea that 
ought occur, by recollecting it was the effect of hia 
condescensioa. He waved tlie roll at hia departure ; 
and retiring, he left me in admiration. 

The nest was one whose steps were irregularly 
slow, and his paces measured with extreme exactness, 
His eye was riveted upon a chain which he was slow- 
ly linking; the links were eternal adamant, and the 
chain was indissoluble. His look was the most con- 
templative I had ever beheld ; Reason seemed totally 
to have expelled all the passions, (which frequently 
share, and sometimes usurp her throne,) and to reign 
uncontrolled upon his brow ; until, at the close of 
about five minutes, when he had accomplished some 
happy link in his chain, he gave a start of ecstacy, 
and Reason seemed to share her throne with Joy, and 
to reign triumphant and combined upon hia brow. 
Two other sages then approached him, and, from Iheir 
conference, I collected that these two were Plato and 
Pythagoras ; and that tlieir intention was to lay the 
foundation of their temple of science. Pythagoras laid 
the comer-stone ; all mutually contributed their la- 
bours ; but I olwerved that they consigned to the first 
the arrangement of the materials. More than half the 
fected, when their strength began to droop. 
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and I trembled for the temple, — I trembled for man- 
kind i when a youth advanced, arrayed in a robe de- 
picted with strange ajinboU and characters ; his lan- 
guage was almost wholly numerical, eo that I could 
not discover the country from which he came ; but I 
believe he was an Arab: he joined them with alacrity; 
and the foundation was complete. 

Just at that moment, a flourish of martial music 
assailed my ear, so grand, that Plato, Pythagoras, and 
the temple were foi^otten, and every sense was di- 
rected to the quarter whence it issued. A flood of 
glory enveloped him who entered, and concealed him, 
at first, from my view ; but I heard the thunder of 
his footsteps. At length, I perceived an old man of 
the most august deportment: gods and men appeared 
[ to obey him ; for he raised his sceptre to heaven, 
f and it thundered ; he atretched it over the earth, and 
the shock of a thousand armies was heard ; he struck 
the ground, and the groans of Erebus arose. His gar- 
' ment flowed loose and unrestrained ; and a crown of 
immortal amaranths overshadowed his brow in artless 
and unarranged lusurianee. I now found that I had 
known him long before ; the fire of heaven was in 
his eyes ; and this was the cause that I did not at 
first recollect that I had known him before; for then 
he was blind; but the powers of darkness could no 
longer control them, and they had " burst their cere- 
ments." I knew him now ; and knowing him, 1 
almost instinctively looked for another, and that other 
c^me. Unlike the rapid step of the former, kis WM 
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composed and majestic: 

restrained, but viaa adjusted with the most g 

and admirable sj'mmetry : his wreath was not so | 

luxuriant, but selected and combined with a taste the 

most fascinating and charming : he htld a golden 

ploughshare in his right hand, and in his left a rich 

cluster of grapes ; while bees fluttered in harraless 

swarms around his garland. He approached the first 

with a timid and hesitating step, and plucked some 

of the amaranths from his crown; the first turned to j 

detect the theft ; but when he perceived the exquisite 1 

judgment with which they were disposed, he beamed J 

forth an immortal smile of approbation: it ^ 

smile of Apollo upon Mercury, when he found that he 1 

had stolen his arrows. 

Then came one in whose sparkling eye and rosy I 
cheeks wit and good-humour for ever beamed. I found J 
I had known him before; and I confess I had the 
impudence to run and shake hands with him. 
crown was of almost every leaf and flower that the i 
earth produces ; among the rest, tlie myrtle of Veii 
and the vine-Jeaf of Bacchus. At one time he gave 
enforcement to Tirtue and morality, with as much 
gravity as he could command ; at another, he handed 
me a goblet with an enchanting familiarity, I ob- 1 
served that he had an arrow from the quiver of Cu^ J 
pid : yet, as soon as he had anointed it with a jatoe I 
he had obtained from Momus, it became the shaft o 
Satire, At length he retired, and bidding me not t( 
forget the happy hours we bad spent together, he fol- 



m 
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lowed the other two. — Farewell, immortal barda, I 
will not forget you ; I will often turn from occupation 
and the world to you ; and even when I enter on 
paths strewed with the flowers of other poets, I will 
remember that many of the sweetest are yours ! 

Then appeared a hero in a Grecian habit, who 
geemed deeply intent upon delineating a portrait, and, 
from the inscription, I perceived it to be that of So- 
crates. When it was perfected, he suddenly dropped 
the portrait, and grasped his sword, hut still retained 
the pen ; &t the same time, an invisible hand spread 
the spoils of Persia over his shoulders. 

Next came a Roman, whose words and appearance 
vere widely at variance ; his loose garments indicated 
his dissolute life, while his language was chaste and 
succinct ; his gestures indicated the debauchee, while 
historic truth and philosophic morality issued from hn 
tongue. 

The next was in the habit of a Carthaginian slave; 
I modest wit and unaffected humour came in all the 
niplicity of nature from his lips : lie held a volume 
which he incessantly studied, and in which I perceived 
,me of Menander, — I then saw one, whose face 
it was impossible to behold without laughter: — the 
most poignant and yet the most indirect satire waa 
depicted in every feature. I knew that he was a na- 
tive of the East, as he discharged his arrows in the 
Parthian method ; hut lie wore a Grecian garment, bo 
truly graceful and genuine, that it would not have 
disgraced the wardrobe of Plato. Still I could not 
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help feeling some indignation, wlien I saw him point > 
hia arrow in the direction in which Homer departed, j 
and set his foot upon the image which Xenophon had 
dropped. I helieve he perceived my displeasure; for 
he turned, and handing me three volumes, which 
I found to he Herodotus, Thucydides, and Xenophon, 
accompanied them with such a beautiful flow of pre- 
cepts upon the mode in which I should imitate them, 
that I totally forgot my resentment, 

Two others then appeared, almilar in many respects, 
yet possessing some striking marks of diiference. The | 
first wielded a vengeful lash, under which folly and 
vice writhed in torture. Bold, intrepid, and open was 
his brow ; and as the streamg of satire issued from hia 
tongue, Rome seemed to rise with all its debauchery 
before me ; — yet, once that he extended his theme to 
mankind in general, Rome and its peculiarities were 
forgotten, and he burst forth into a strain of such sub- 
lime morality, that I listened in expectation that in 
the next sentence I should hear the name of Christ 
issuing from his lips. The second who appeared used 
the lash with the same adroitness and severity, but 
with more caution. He seemed fearful of detection : — 
his &ce was muffled in such a manner, that many 
words escaped my ear, and therefore I could not 
always fully understand him. 

Scarcely had they departed, when I thought I heard 
the shout of countless multitudes ; and a Grecian and 
a Roman entered, both in the attitude of speaking. 
The first looked like Jove haranguing the gods. The 



jid the I 
lament, I 
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thunder aeemed to issue from his tongue, and 
lightning from his eye ; he stopped not to ornament, 
but all wag irresistibly simple and ca 
the second put me in mind of Apollo: — the Graces 
and the Muaes aeemed to throng around the rostra on 
which he stood ; the music of Helicon was on his lipa; 
and his eye, though devoid of the lightning of the 
former, beamed with a. steady and diffusive light, — 
an eye that told all that was within, and coUected all 
that was without. The first clanked a massy chain, 
and defied me to elude it ; the second, ere I was 
aware, hail silently entangled me in golden shackles. 
A civic crown appeared to descend, and was just 
lighting upon the head of the first, when I beheld 
one hastily advance, and attempt to withdraw it ; he 
was equal to his antagorist in agility, hut inferior in 
strength, and after a desperate contest he was com- 
pelled to yield, and the crown rested for ever on the 
victor's brow. Over the head of the last was inscribed, 
in characters of living gold, " Pater Patriae," — and 
tyrants, usurpers, women, and hirelings eagerly at- 
tempted in vain to erase it. 

But who can describe the scene that followed ?— 
a scene of stupendous grandeur and overwhelming 
magnificence. For then advanced the man of science 
— the priest of nature, who cast a long and venturous 
look into the holy of holies! the sanctuary of creation. 
Heaven and Earth saluted hira — the Elements paid 
him homage, and Nature gave a burst of universal 
gratulation. He waved his wand, — and it aeej 



THE BEV. C. %rOLFE. 

B vast curtain had been withdrawn from the face 
iw the Sun with all his satelliteB in 
tenfold magnitude and Bplendour, as if juat fresh from 
the Creator; the print of hia hand was upon them; 
and the traces of his finger, when he described the 
orbits in which they should move, were Tisible ; the 
harmony of their raotiona was so great that it could 
not be confined to one sense ; the harps of cherubim 
and seraphim beat time to their movements ; — " the 
" morning stars were singing together, and all the sons 
"of God were shouting for joy." I looked ^ain at the 
estge: — angels and archangels were converamg with 
him, and were revealing to him tlie mysteries of the 
universe. After some interval, he stooped to the 
earth, — and a voice (as it were) from the bowels of 
the earth seemed to declare the secrets of its prison- 
house, and the power of that tremendous grasp which 
holds the world together. Instantly a great number 
of philosophers crowded around him to catch the sound 
of the voice: each, according to the different words 
which he caught, formed some peculiar instrument, 
either of surprising efRcacy, or beautiful construction. 
Still I never withdrew my eyes fi'om him, upon whom 
indeed ail eyes were intent ; and I beheld a rainbow, 
like a glory, encircling liia brow; and the seven co- 
lours of heaven beamed with a living lustre around 

I know not how to describe the ludicrous circum- 
stance which drew my attention from a scene so en- 
HguTe approach, which 1 di( 



first perceiTe to be myself, bd tattered and disfigured 
was my academic dress. While I was looking at my- 
self with the moflt sincere mortification,* my gown 
began gradually to gather itself into large and graceful 
folds above my whole person ; the sleeves began to 
lengthen; and a sleek velvet overspread the unsightly 
pasteboard of my cap. I assure you, I gazed with 
perfect self-conceit upon the improvement of my cos- 
tume ; but I was soon roused from my dream of 
vanity by the appearance of Archimedes weighing the 
king of Syracuse's crowji in water, and detecting the 
fraud of its maker. 

Then advanced two buskined Grecians, both in long 
and sweeping garments, who looked with an eye of 
jealousy upon each other, and often related the same 
tale in different style and language, but still with all 
its shades of sorrow and horror. Their voices both 
seemed to have softened down the deep-toned thun- 
der of Homer, into the refined tenderness of Athenian 
muaic. They were attended by a band of virpns, 
who mimicked all their motions, — wept as they wept, 
and raged as they raged. Their language was some- 
times so enigmatical, that, but for their beauty, 1 
should have taken them for sphinxes. 

The last of that illustrious train which my vision 
presented unfolded an immense picture, where I saw 
Rome in all and through all its vicissitudes. I saw it 

• It may lii: proper to observe, thai thia alladea to the diaage 
of aiadeiniu coatuine npon obtaining a scliolarBiiip, whiii hononr- 
able distiactioa be bad just ihiin acquired. 
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liaing under Romulus, — and sinking beneath the 
Qaula, — reviving under Caraillus, — trembling before 
Hannibal, — triumphant with Scipio, — the mietreaa of 
the worid beneath Augustus. Eut, alaa ! a large and 
brilliant portion was lacerated and defaced ; and I, in 
the warmth of my emotions, cursed the unclassic hand 
that could tnar ho fair a picture. I then heard a con- 
fiised noise of Reason, right Reason, ObUgation, Go- 
vemraent — when, unluckily, my cap, which I had 
hung but loosely on a peg, fell ajid awoke me. I must 
however remark, that there were many forms, in 
academic dresses, passing to and fro during my dream, 
which I did not then notice, but which I have since 
leamt to value most dearly ; frienda, who have since 
formed the brightest parts of the picture, and without 
whom, the beauties of the rest would to me have 
almost terminated with the vision in which they ap- 
peared ; — friends, to whom I have turned from the 
page of Horace, to realize the seenes he has described ; 
whose kindness has assisted me, — whose generosity 
has upheld me, — and whose conversation has heighten- 
ed my hours of pleasure, and mitigated my days of 
despair: and when I shall revert from the toils of 
manhood, and the imbecility of age, to this youthful 
period, it shall not be one of my least gratifications to 
recollect, that, while I was employed in cultivating an 
acquaintance with the illustrioiiB dead, I did not ne- 
glect to form a still more endearing attachment to the 
living. 



PATEIOTISM. 
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Angeli of glory I came sbe not from yon ? 

Aie there not patriota in the hcsTen of heareilB !> 

And hath nat every seiaph some dear apot- — 

Throughout th' expanse of worlds some favourite homo — 

On which he fixes with domestic fondness ? 

Doth not e'en Michael on his seat of &ie. 

Close to the footBtool of the throne of God, 

Rert on his harp awhile, and trom the kne 

And bumbg glories of the Deitj-, 

Loosen his TiYeted and raptured gaze. 

To bend one bright, one transient downward glance, 

One patriot look, upon his native star ? 

Or do I err?— and ia yoni hUss complete, 

WithoQt one spot to claim your warmer smile. 

And e'en aa angers partiality ? 

And is that passion, which we deem divine. 

Which makes the timid brave, the brave resistless — 

MoJces meji seem heroes, — hemes, demigods — 

A poor, mere mortal feeling? — No! 'tiafalse! 

The Deity himself proves it divine; 

For when the Deity con versed with men, 

He was hunself a Patriot ! * To the earth— 



■" The observation of Bishop Newton upon the passage of Scrip- 
ture thus alluded to, may he introdnced here as authority for the 
boldness of this ciprassion. " So deeply was our Saviour afiectad, 
" and so tenderiy did he lament over the calamities which ware 
" coming upon bis nation ! Such a generous and amiable pattern 
" of a pairiot-apirit hath he left to his disciples, and so contraiy M 
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To alt mankind— a Saviour was he sent. 

And an he loved with a Redesmet's love ; 

Yet itiU, hU iparacit love, bit fenderat core, 

HU life, bis bean, hit blessings, and his mouiningi, 

Hia imiles, his lean, be gars lo thee, Jerusalem — 

To thee, his country I Thoughj with a prophet's gaie, 

He jaw the future eonowii of the world. 

And all the miseriee d[ the human race. 



" truth ii the iniiDiiatioa of a noble writer, that there ie nothing in 
" Ihe Gospels la recommend and encourage the Iotb of one's coun- 
"by!"— 18th Diuert on the Prophecies, vol ii. p. 138. 

I b^ leave to add a quotation (eoa Brown's admirablB EssayB 
OD Lord ShaAesbuiy'i Chaiaclerl sties. To the objection of the 
■wble writar, that "Christianity does not enjoin a zeal for the 
" public and our country," it is thus replied : " If by zeal for 
" the public, sud love of aur country, "be meant such a regard to its 
" w«l&rB as shall induce us to somfice eTec; view of private in. 
** IcTBit for its eatabliabment, jet still in gabordotatton to the 
'^graaier lav of universal justice, — thai h naturally, nay, neceasa. 
" rily involved in the law of universal charity. The noble writer 
"indeed affinni, that it is no essentia! pan of the Christian's 
"diarily. On tiic contcaty, il is a chief port of the Christian's 
"diarity. It comes nohty reconuaended by the eismples of 
" Jesosand St. Paul: the one wept over the approaching desolation 
" of his country ; the other declared his willingneis to be eul off 
"from the Christian commanity, if by this means he might save 
"hii countrytnen." Speakiog of the principle of Dnivena! tove, 
tD which this natural affitction is included, the same author ob- 
iervei: "Christianity alone hath kindled in the heart of men 
" tbii rilal princTpIe, which, beaming there as from a centre, like 
" the giaal fountain of light and life that sustains and cheers the 
"atMndanl planeta, renden iti proselytes bdeed baming awrf 
"dnMli ligli/i, shedding their kindly influence on all around 
" them in that jnct prvpnrti<m which their rngm^iai dittamca may 
- demand."— Pp. 331, 236.— Ebitob. 
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From ago to age, rehearsed thair pnrts before !um ; 

Tli»ugh he boheld the fall of gupJng Rome, 

Crash'd hj descending Vandals ; though he heard 

The Bhrielt of Poknd, when the ipoilara caniB ; 

Though he uw Europe in the wmflagralion 

Which Daw is harning, and his eje could piene 

The coming woes that vD have jet to feel — 

Yet still, o'er Sion'i wbIU alone he hung; 

Thought of no trench but that round Sinn can ; 

Beheld no widows mDiim, but Israel's daogliterB ; 

Beheld no ilaughtci but of Judah's eons : 

On them alone the lean of Heaven he dnpp'd ; 

Dwelt on the hoirors of theic Ml— and sighed, 

" Hodst thou but known, even thon in Ihia ihj da;, 

" The thinp which do belong unto thy peace, — 

** Hadit thon. Oh hadst thou known, JerDEalem !" — < 

Tet well be knew what anguish should be His 

From those he wept for ; well did he foresee 

The scourge — the thoma — the cross — tllB agony ; 

Yet still, how oft upon thy sons he laid 

The hands of health ; how nft beneath bis wing 

Thy children would have gathered, Jerusalem t — 

Thou ait not mortal — thou didst come from HeaToa, 

Spiint of patriotism I thon art divine 1 

Then, seraph ! where thy first descent on earth ? 

Heaven's ballebijaha, for what soul abandoned? 

Gote by iha side of Admn, ere he woke 

Into existence, was thy hallowed stand ; 

On Eden and on Ikee hi a eyes nnclosed ; 

Foe «ay, — instead of wisdom's sncred tree, 

And its sweet fatal thilt, had Ileaveu denied 

Hii daily visit to his natal spot, — 

Say, could onr fiilher boast one day's obnliencc [- — 

And wherefore, Eden, when be pass'd for ever 

Thy gates, in slow and «lent bitterness, — 

Why did bo turn that louk uf bursting anguish 
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Upon tby fnulB, thy groTcB, thy vhJqb, thy founlaiBa, 

And vby inhaJD vith agoDiaiii^ feirour 

The laet, last breeie that blew from thee up'm hira? 

Twas not alune bwause thy fruits were aweol — 

Thy grovcB were masia — niul thy founlauii, health — 

Thy breezes, bnliD — thy volleyft, lovelineu ; 

Bat thnl ihey were Ihe licit eBt, eye, taste, 

Or amell, or feeling had peneived or taaled. 

Heard, seen, inhaled ; — became thou wert hia fouxlry 

Yes, frail and aormning eire, thy sons fo^ve lhe« 1 

True, thnn hait loit na Eden and its jnyB, 

But (loH hast luffer'd doahly hy the loss '. 

Wf were not bora (Jem— it was not our country 1 

holy Angel I thou hast given db each 

Tliii snhslituto for Paiadiwi ; vith thee, 

The vale of snow may be out aummer walk ; 

The pointed rock, the bower of oar repose ; 

Tbe eaunct, our maaici while, far lm>d. 

Thy fingera, icy cold, perhapa may pluclc 

The mountain-berry ; yet, with thee, wa 11 smile— 

Nor shirer when we hear, that Fnlhcr Adam 

Once lived in brighter climrs, an sweeter food, 

Dal, ah '. at least to this our second Eden 

Permit no ortfiil serpent to approach ; 

Let no fotd traitor grasp at fraita which thou 

Haot interdicted ; and no sword -of ilame 

Flofh forth despair, and wave ns. to our eiile. 

Yet, rather than that I should rise in shame 

Upon my country's dowufol, or ahould draw 

One tear from her, or e'en one frvWD from ihee — 

Bather than that 1 should approach her walls, 

Lilie Cnius Marcius, with hec foes combined, 

Oc lura, like Sylla, bsc own sons upon her — 

Let me sil down in silence by ihj side 

Upon the banka of Babylon, — and neep, 

Wbea we remember all thai H-e have lost. 
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Nor >hall we nlwaja on the BtmDger'i willov 
Allow our harp in bottdw to repose ; 
But when thy convene bm inspired my gaiil, 
Roused it to frenzy, taught me to faiget 
Distance, and time, and place, and woe, and eiile^ I 
And I no more beho Id Euphrates' bank. 
And hear no more the clanking 
Then, in thy fervonrs, ahall thou snatch thy harp, ■ 
And atrike me one of Sion'a loftiest songs, 
Until 1 ponr my aonl upon the notes — 
Deep frum my heart ; and they shall waft it hi 
Erin ! my mother ! I wtU lore thee 1 
Whether upon thy green Atlantic throne 
Thou sitt'sl august, xnajestic, and lablime ; 
Or on thy empire's last remaining fragment 
Bendesl forlorn, dejected, and forsaken, — 
Thy smites, thy tears, thy blessings, and thy vioai, I 
Thy glory and thy infomy, Ik 
Should Heaven bnt loach me to display ray heart. 
With Deborah's notes thy triumphs would I sing- 
Would weep thy woes with Jeremiah's tears ; 
But for a aaming voice, which, though ilij h][ 
Had been begun, should check thee in mid-air — 
Isaiah's hps of fire should utter, Hoid ] 
Not e'en thy vices can withdraw me from thee : 
Thy crimes Td shun— (Ijia^ would still embrace I f 
For e'en to me Omnipotence might grant 
To be the " tenth just man," to save thee, Erin I 
And when I leave thee, should the lowest seat 
In Heaven be mine, — should smiling mercy grant 
One dim and distant vision of its glories, — 
Then, if the least of aE the blest can mix 
With heaven one thought of earth,— I '11 thinit of thee. 
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The fiaginenta of the speech deUvered from the 
chair, in the Historical Society, which shall 
prcBented to the reader, can give but au imperfect idea 
of its merita as a whole ; however, they may serve to 
exhibit the chariLcter of hla mind at that early period 
of hia life, and afford an interesting ground of compa- 
riaon between his juvenile efforts as a speaher, and his 
graver exertions in matm^r years, when the sublime 
reoiitiea of religion had more fully engaged those sea- 
aibilities which were now so keenly alive to the 
romance of poetry and the charms of general lite- 
After a modest and appropriate introduction, and a 
high panegyric on the objecte and constitution of ths 
BOdety he was addressing, the speaker thus proceeds : 

She (the Historical Society) sends her ambassador, 
to recall the wavering and disaffected to their allegi- 
ance, by displaying the beauties of her constitution ; 
that you may not desert the station for which nature 
and education have designed you ; that you should 
not dare to frustrate a nation's hope, which looks to 
you for the guardians of her laws and the champions 
of her political prosperity ; that you should not pre* 
mme to neglect the voice of your God, who demands 
from among you the supporters of his church ; that a 
portion of mind, — a mass of concentrated intellect,— 
may issue from these walls, and overshadow the land; 
and that, at length, after a glorious career of enhght- 
ened and diffusive utility, you may retire with dig- 
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nity from the part you have acted, and Ireland com- 
mand posterity to imitate your example. Such are 
the objects to which you are now inyited, from low 
pursuits and sordid gratifications. 

Poetry* demands no laborioua intellectual intensity 
to imbibe her angelic counsels ; it is upon the houra of 
our pleasures she descends; it is our recreation she 
exalts. Thus, she makes our hours of rapture or en- 
joyment the hours of our greatest elevation of soul : 
our relaxations become the most dignified momenta of 
our existence. 

Will Science bend from her throne, or PhOosophy 
relax her stateliness, to attend us in our brighter 
momenta and regidate our pleasures! Science and 
Philosophy we must follow for their favours ; but 
lovely, lovely Poetry condescends to be our companion! 
Poetry poseessea an attribute of which all her sisters 
are destitute. The mind must conform itself to them ; 
but Poetry conforms herself to the mind ; she accom- 
paniea it in every varied posture and every delicate 
In buoyancy, and exertion, and indo- 



It is this insinuation into all a 



rple. 



i, which 



• The introductury part of the suliject of Poetry (which those 
who heard the speech delivered can recollect aa peculiarly happy) 
is not tu be found amongst the loose papers from vhtch these frag- 
meata are tmnscrilied. This will account for the abraptneu witli 
which this part commences. — Editor. 
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gives her a species of omnipresence ; for, to him who ■ 
loves her, where is not Poetry? • • * 

And helieve rot thoae who tell you that she will 
seduce the youthful mind from severe occupations — 
that science is excluded from her power, and philoso- 
phy from the heaven of her conversation. In the first 
ages of man, the Sciencea entered the world in the dis- 
guise of Poetry, Morality it not only taught, but im- 
pelled. Instruction was conveyed not by preceptive 
stemnesa, but by the burst of inspiration. The bard 
waa then all in all. He accounted for the phenomena 
of nature ; he inquired into the essence of the mind ; 
and the savage looked up to him for the ethics that 
were to regulate his conduct. Poetry (it is known) 
had an early and intimate connexion with Astrono- 
my : some say that she was bom in yonder starry 
sphere, — that she first descended upon man, in the 
dews of heaven, while gazing on the firmament ; and 
the first music that saluted mortal ears was the har- 
mony of the morning stars: and, in process of greater 
refinement, when Poetry and Pliilosophy were neces- 
sanly distinguished, yet did their union and attach- 
ment still remain. Together they visited the same 
happy plains: the Muses danced in the groves of 
Aeademus; and Greece gave the vforld at once it» 
safes and its bards. 

But didactic poetry not only admits, but requires 
the co-operation of Philosophy and Science ; and our 
bold and independent language, by removing the bar- 



riera of rhyme, ha» thrown open to both a wider lange 
for comhiaed eiertion. Then doubt not the rapturous 
exclamation of that littlest bard, who could poie- 
trate all the mvBteries of the one, and tasted all the 
joys and conwlations of the other, when he ciie^^ 
admiration. 



" Hair ckmning u diiine PhilMopfa; 1 ' 



iiical as is ApoUo'i lyre." 
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divine preceptress ! that extinguishes no youth- 
fill ardour, but eende it idndling up to heaven, — that 
collects all the riches of the material creation, to beau- 
tify and iUuatrate the moral world, — that, by instil- 
ling admiration of what is lovely and Bublime, assimi- 
lates the soul to what it admires,— that, setting un- 
attainable perfection in the eye of youth, yet renders 
it so fascinating that he caimot but proceed I 

But the science which Poetry loves most to study 
and to inculcate, is the philosophy of hunian nature, 
■ — the (wience of the human heart. The man of the 
world will tell you that he understands it, and will 
send you to the world aa the source of his knowledge. 
He has £ollected a few loathsome and selfish depravi- 
ties, and bestows them, without diatinction of charac- 
ter, as the attributes of the whole hunian race ; and 
the result of all his important calculations, mighty 
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reaearclies, and accumulated experience, is caution, 
distruBt, and a contracted heart. But do not you 
likewise ; do you look upon your common nature 
with hearts full of sensibility ; weak as it is, contem- 
plate its grand and generous faculties, as well as its 
baser ingredients; let it be yours to pity — perhaps 
to improve it. Poetry, botli ancient and modem, 
presents the heart and passions perpetually to our 
contemplation. 



The criticism of Poetry is perhaps the beat intro- 
duction to an analysis of the human mind. The 
dreariness of metaphysical abstraction has often deter- 
red genius from attempting a nigged pursuit, in which 
the mind is almost alivays fugitive, and will not pause 
to admit of a near inspection : but to ascertain the 
nature of the sublime, the beautiful, and picturesque, 
— to investigate the aourcea of our purest pleasures, 
and cultivate a taste, quick, delicate, and philosophical, 
— these bestow a gracefulness and elegance upon 
metaphysical disquisitions, that relax their sternness, 
and invite to more profomid investigation. Nor 
would they merely invite, tiiey would advance, they 
would enliven our progress ; and a sensibility of taste 
would make us acquainted with many a posture, and 
many a nice inflection of the mind, which logical 
and unrefined penetration would never have dis- 
covered. 
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But the man of 'the -world interpOBes, and tells us 
our joys are but ideal. Poor wretch ! and what are 
your realities? The smile of capricious royalty, 
which the next hour's detraction may turn to a frown ; 
the about of a stupid multitude, which scarcely waits 
a change of sentiment before it becomes the hisa of 
detestation ; the roar of nocturnal intemperance, 
■which soon dies away in the groans of an expiring 
constitution ; a catalogue of poaBessioiiBj which extra- 
Tagance may dissipate, which the robber may enjoy, and 
which war and the elements may annihilate ; and, 
when sorrow and misfortune shall send you to your 
own heart for consolation, you will find it without 
imagination to enliven, and yet without sensibility 
enough to break it. — Give me my visions and my 
phantoms again ; they will not desert me, — phantoms 
as they are, the world has not the magic to dispel 
them ; they shall still remain to give rapture to my 
joy and alleviation to my sorrows ; for gracious Na- 
ture has decreed that ima^nation shall survive when 
fnends and fortune have forsaken us ; nay, even what 
reason itself has departed, and even when the noblest 
of our faculties is fled, not madness itself should quench 
that loveliest one : and well did the Grecian bard at- 
test his conviction that the Muse would not abandon 
I her afflicted votaries, when, amid tJie horrors of ship- 
wreck, the poet stood naked over the ruins of hiB 
fortune, and said, " I have lost nothing." Yet once 
L he had enjoyed all the pomp and magnificence of 
tfourtB, and all the luxury that afBuence could pro- 
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cure ; but well he knew that winds and waves could 
not waft from him his Muse. They might fling him 
in mid-ocean, and one single, solitary rock, amid the 
wildemeas of waters, might be his home, — yet even 
there the Muse would follow; she would seat him 
on the topmost crag, and place all the grandeur of aky 
and ocean heneath im dominion, — the riches of the 

"And all the diead mflgnifieencn of heaven." 

He vould exult in the terrors of the deep, and hold 
mysterious converse with the genius of the storm : 
the very desolation that surrounded him would minis- 
ter to his pleasures, and add a fearful enthusiasm 
to hie contemplations. Nor to these alone would 
his enjoyments be confined : but while he seemed 
chained by nature to the rock on which he sat, his 
BDul might be wandering into regions wild and luxu- 
riant as the fancy that gave tiiem birth, which Phi- 
losophy was never destined to discover, nor even 
Poetry, till tlien, had e^iplored. 

Nor will the Muse leave her son comfortless in 
that more dreary solitude into which he may be 
drifted by shipvrreck upon an ungrateful world, where 
the poet stands isolated in the midst of mankind. 

There lived a divine old vum, whose everlasting 
ranains we have all admired, whose memory is the 
pride of England and of Nature. His youth was dis- 
tinguished by a happier lot than, perhaps, genius has 
often enjoyed at the commencement of its career; he 



was enabled, by the liberality of fortune, to dedicate 
hiB soul to the cultivation of those clasaical accom- 
pliehmente in which almost his infancy delighted : 
he had attracted admiration at the period when it is 
most exquisitely felt ; he stood forth the literary and 
political champion of republican England ; — and Eu- 
rope acknowledged him the conqueror. But the Btorm 
arose ; his fortune Bunk with the republic which he had 
defended ; the name which future ages have consecrated 
was forgotten ; and neglect was embittered by remem- 
bered celebrity. Age was advancing — Health waa 
retreating— Nature hid her face from him for ever, for 
never more to him retiimed 
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What was the refuge of the deserted veteran 
penury— from neglect — from infamy — ^from darkness 
Not in a querulous and peevish despondency ; not in 
an unmanly recantation of principles — erroneovs, but 
unchanged ; not in the tremendous renunciation of 
what Heaven has given, and Heaven alone should 
take away ; but he turned from a distracted country 
and a voluptuous court, — he turned from triumphant 
enemies and inefficient friends, — he turned from a 
world that to him was a universal blank, to the Muse 
that sits among the cherubim, — and she caught him 
into heaven 1 

The clouds that obscured his vision upon earth 
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instantaneouBly Tanishcd before the blaze of celestial 
effulgence, and hU eyes opened at once upon all the 
gloriea and terrors of the Almighty, — the seats of 
eternal beatitude and bottomJeas perdition- What, 
though to look upon the face of this earth was still 
denied— what was it to him, that one of the outcast 
atoms of creation was concealed from his view — when 
the Deity permitted the Muse to unlock his myate- 
lies, and disclose to the poet the recesses of the uni- 
Terse — when she bade liis soul expand into its im- 
mensity, and enjoy as well its horrors as its magnifi- 
cence—what was it to him that he had " fallen upon 
evil days and evil tongues/" for the Muse could trans- 
plant his spirit into the bowers of Eden, where the 
ftown of fortune was disregarded, and the weight of 
incombent infirmity forgotten in the smile that beam- 
ed on primeval innocence, and the tear that was con- 
secrated to man's first disobedience. 



The Muse, in this instance, raised the soul imme- 
diately, almost visibly, to heaven, and brought Reli- 
gion, with all her charms, to ca-operate in the consola- 
tion she bestowed. — But were we to analyse the effects 
of Poetry, we should soon discover that this is no 
partial union, but that the Muse must be necessarily a 
worshipper and an adorer of the Deity. I do not caU 
upon you to view her in the moments of enraptured 
piety, — in her vigils and devotions with Young, or her 
heaTeoty conveiGations withCowper: it is her interest 
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that there Bhonld be a God — it is her occupation to 
dwell with delight upon his attributes ; for are not the 
beautiful and sublime perpetual objects of her contem- 
plation? And ahe will naturally seek where tbey 
reside in superior perfection; — and where shall ahe 
look for Euhlimity but in that unseen Being in whom 
is nothing finite, — that Being of eternity, immensity, 
and omnipotence! Nay, even in ideas of inferior Bub- 
limity, obscurity and terror, that are their leading 
characteristics, often impart a namu'lesa sensation of 
some unknown and mysterious presence; and dark- 
ness and silence, the tempest and the whirlwind, have 
bome testimony to the existence of God. 

Would not an universal cloud settle upon all the 
beauties of creation, if it were supposed that they had 
not emanated from Almighty energy ? — In the works 
of art, we are not content with the accuracy of feature 
and the glow of colouring, until we have traced the 
mind that guided the chisel and gave the pencil its 
delicacies and animation ; nor can we look with de- 
light upon the features of nature without hailing the 
celestial Intelligence that gave them birth ; and there 
is something inexpressibly mournful in beholding an 
object with proportions and loveliness that seem im- 
mediately from heaven, to think that fair form and 
that exquisite and expressive harmony was a mass 
flung together by the dull and unselecting hand of 
chance, and that no mighty master of the wotk 
rejoiced in its completion. 

The Deity is too sublime for Poetry to doubt hii 
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Creation has too much of the Divinity 
iifBinu&ted into her beauties to allow her to hesitate; 
she demands no proof, — she waits for no demonstra- 
tion ; — she looks, and she believes ;— she admires, and 
she adores. Nor is it alone with natural religion that 
she maintains this intimate connexion; for what is 
the Christian's hope, but Poeitry in her purest and 
most ethereal essence ? Mark the Christian when the 
holy transport is upon him, — when the world sweeps 
by, and is disregarded, — when his whole frame seems 
to have precipitated his «ou1 into other regions — is not 
Fancy wandering among the heavenly host, or bend- 
ing beneath the throne of its Creator, — is not his soul 
teeming with all the imagery of heaven— is it not 
expanding with unutterable poetry ? 

But let humbled Infidelity declare her triumphs, 
and the homage of Voltaire to the Muse's piety 
remain a bright memorial of her allegiance to Chris- 
tianity. When the powers of hell seemed for a time 
to prevail, and his principles had given a shock to the 
fwth of Europe, the daring blasphemer ventured to 
approach the dramatic Muse ; — but no inspiration 
would she vouchsafe to dignify the sentiments of im- 
piety and atheism. He found that no impassioned 
emotion could be roused, — no tra^c interest excited, 
— no generous and lofty feeling called into action, 
where those dark and chilling feelings pervade: he 
complied with the only terms upon which the Muse 
would impart her fervours ; and the tragedies of Vol- 
^play the loveliness of Christianity, below. 
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indeed, what a Christian would feel, but almost 1»- 
yond what unbelieving genius could conceive. Such 
was the victory of Poetry when she arrested the apos- 
tate while marching onward to the desolation of man- 
kind, — when the champion of modem philosophy fell 
down before the altar she had raised, and breathed 
forth the incense of an infidel's adoration ! — when he 
came, like the disobedient prophet, that he might 
curse the people of God, and behold " he blessed them 
" altogether." 

But why do I adduce mortal testimony? From 
the beginning she was one of the ministering spirits 
that stand round the throne of God, to issue forth at 
his word, and do his errands upon the earth. Some- 
times she has been the herald of an offending nation's 
downfal ; and oi^en has she been sent commissioned 
to transgressing man, with prophecy and warning 
upon her lips; — but (at other times) she has been 
intrusted with " glad tidings of great joy ;" and Poetiy 
was the anticipating Apostle, the prophetic Evangelist, 
whose " feet were beautiful upon the mountains — that 
"published salvation — that said unto Zion, Thy God 
" reigneth !" — Yet has'she been accused orco-operating 
with luxury and fostering the seeds of private indo- 
lence and public supineness ; she has been stigmatised 
as the origin of moral deformity, because she ot^en 
condescends to attend upon guilty man ; and where 
virtue has failed to withdraw him from his vices, has 
softened their effects, and prevented him from falling 
into brutality. The spoils of Persia would have re- 



laxed the energiea of Greece, although Poetry had 
neTCT descended irom her throne on high to bless the 
Tuions of Grecian enthusiasm ; and happy, polished, 
enchanting Greece, the idol of our fondest imagination, 
would have sunk into oblivion — into stupid luxury and 
mindless indolence. Thus, alao, when the genius of 
Roman independence was abandoning the world to 
Octavius, and retiring from hta empire into everlasting 
exile, the Muse collected all her energies to bestow 
departing consolation; she wrought a moral miracle to 
Bireat the headlong degeneracy of Rome, and raised up 
Augustus to counteract the crimes that Octavius had 
committed. 



But turn to Poetry and History united for your in- 
atiuction. Human nature is common to both ; but 
different are their modes of tuition. They supply 
dieir respective delineations of character. Poetry, 
when at maturity, observes it as well with a painter's 
eye as with the scrutiny of a philosopher. She seizes 
the moment of sketching it when in its most pic- 
tniesque attitude ; or, if there be many, she groups 
them so as that they may produce the best general 
e^cta ; and thus, without annihilating their deform- 
ities, she makes them conduce to a pleasing and 
ftadnating impression. But rigid History takes cha- 
racter as she finds it ; she displays it more exact and 
impartial, but less attractive to our contemplation. 
Poetry displays the moral character; History, the 



moral and political. Poetry makes the character 
more palpable ; History, more complete. 

Behold History bending over the dying Theban ! 
the warriors are weeping around him ; the javehn is 
Btiil in his aide. They imagined his glory was ter- 
minating with his life ; they fancied that because he 
had no mortal representative who should bear the 
merit of Epaminondaa to future ages, posterity would 
have been permitted t» forget him ; they thought they 
were sympathising with the mighty man, when they 
mournfully exclaimed, " You have no child !" At the 
word, the hero half arose ; the splendour of futurity 
irradiated his countenance ; the beams of History's 
hnmortal smile played upon his features, and his 
soul went forth, rejoicing, and exclaiming — " I have !" 



While Hannibal was raging in the bowels of Italy, 
and observing the moment when Rome was vulner- 
able, she looked to her statesmen in her hour of peril ; 
but statesmen were the pupils of their own experi- 
ence ; she thought the Fabii and Marcelli could form 
a temporary check to his advance or his ravages ; but 
Sclpio looked mto the ages that were past, and saw 
the prefiguration of Rome's deliverance. We are told 
that the Muse of History descended upon the meditat- 
ing hero ; that she shewed him the harbour of Syra- 
cuse, and told him a tale of former days : " That in 
" the dead of nightj when Syracuse was plunged in 
" universal mourning and consternation, when the over- 
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" whelming navy of Carthage was riding in her har- 
"bour, and the next day's liglt threatened to conduct 
"the enemy into her citadel, — with a policy unique 
"and sublime, she clandestinely dismtssed her gar- 
"riaon to the coast of Africa; and when the senate 
"of Carthage expected the gates of Syracuse to open, 
" they heard that the warriors of Syracuse were be- 
"neath her own walla." The hero applied the glo- 
rious suggestion ; — he embarked hia legions — he sailed 
to Africa; he left the host of Carthage in Italy, and 
obeyed the instructions of History. And did she in- 
struct him aright ? — You will read your answer in 
the tears of Hannibal when he threw his last look 
upon the delightful plains of Italy. 

Such was the benefit of historical retrospect in an- 
cient days ; but its value is now incalculably aug- 
mented ; for, of the sciences, history is that which is 
always advancing. Mathematics and philosophical 
improvements may be long at a stand ; poetry and 
the arts are often stationary, often retrograde ; but 
every year, every month, every day, is contributing 
its knowledge to the grand magazine of historical ex- 
perience. Look at what the laat years have added, 
and behold how History gathers as she rolls along — 
what new attractions she holds forth to mankind. 
But, with what an accession of beauty she invites the 
Briton to the study of her charnis, while she recounts 
the acts and heroism and glories of her country ! 
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Let the erei^ea of England be extinct; — let her 
armiea be overwhelmed ; — let her navy become the 
spoil of the enemy and the oceans'—let the national 
credit become a by-word ; — let the last dregs of an ex- 
hausted treasury be wrung from her coffers ; — let the 
constitution crumble; — let the enemy ride in her capi- 
tal, and her frame fall asunder in political diasolutJon; 
— then stand with History on one hand, and Oratory 
on the other, over the grave in which her energies lie 
entombed, — and cry aloud I Tell her that there was a 
time when the soul of a Briton would not bend before 
the congregated world : — tell her that she once called 
her sons around her and wrung the charter of her 
liberties from a reluctant despot's hand : — tell her 
that she was the parent of the band of brothers that 
fought on Crispin's day : — tell her that Spain sent 
forth a nation upon the seas against her, and that 
England and the elements overwhelmed it : — tell her 
that six centuries were toiling to erect the edifice of 
her constitution, and that at length the temple arose : 
— tell her that there are plains in every quarter of 
the globe where Victory has buried the bones of her 
heroes, — 

" Tbat t!ie epirita of her Mhers ^^H 

" Shall start icoai eyeiy wave, ^^^H 

" For tfae deck it was theit field of fame, ^^^H 



When the earth opened upon Lisbon and swallowed 
her in the womb, — tell her that she stretched her 
hand aeroBS the seas and raised her from the bowels 
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of the earth into the world again : — teD her that when 
the enemy of human liberty arose, the freedom of the 
whole world took refuge with her ; that, with an arm 
of victory, alone and unaided, she fiung hack the 
oBurper, till recreant Europe blushed with shame ; — 
tell her all this ; and I say that the power of lethargy 
must be omnipotent, if she docs not shake the dust 
&om her neck, and rise in flames of annihilating ven- 
geance on her destroyer. • * • * 

For him who peruses history, every hero has fought, 
— every phiiosopher Ima instructed, — every legislatoi 
hag organized ; — every blessing was bestowed, — 
every calamity was inflicted for his information. In 
public, he is in the audit of his counsellors, and enters 
the senate with Pericles, Solon, and Lycurgus about 
him : in private, he walks among the tombs of the 
migbty dead ; and every tomb is an oracle. — But who 
ta he that should pronounce this awakening call 1 who 
is he whose voice should be the trumpet and war-cry 
loan enslaved and degraded nation? — It should be 
the voice of such a one as he who stood over slumber- 
ii^ Greece, and uttered a note at which Athens started 
from her indolence, Thebes roused from her lethargies, 
and Macedon trembled. • • » • 



Soon after the delivery of this speech, Mr. Wolfe 
began to turn his mind with more than hia usual 
dUigence to the minor branches of mathematics and 
natural philosophy prescribed in the under-gcaduate 



courae: and in the short time he thvM devoted lus 
InbouTB, he evinced bo great a eapacity for scientific 
attainments, that those friends who could best esti- 
mate his talents for such abstruse subjects, earnestly 
urged him to the arduous task of reading for a fellow- 
ship. His diffidence in his own powers, however, 
prevented him from entering upon it until some time 
after he took the degree of Bachelor of Arts, to which 
he was admitted in the jear 1 SH. He was at length 
persuaded to determine upon this pursuit, and all hia 
Mends entertained the most sanguine hopes of his suc- 
cess, BO far as they could depend upon the steadinesB 
of hia application. 

For a short period he prosecuted his studies with 
such effect as to render it a matter of regret to all who 
were interested for him, that he did not persevere in 
his efforts, and that he allowed any trifling intenup- 
tions to divert him from his object. He evinced, in- 
deed, a solidity of understanding, and a clearness of 
conception, which, with ordinary diligence and proper 
management, might have soon made him master of all 
those branches of learning required in the fellowship 
course of the Dublin University; but the habits of his 
mind, and the peculiarity of his disposition, and the 
variety of his taste, seemed adverse to any thing like 
continued and laborious application to one definite 
object. It was a singular characteristic of his mind, 
that he seldom read any book throughout, not even 
those works in which he appeared moat to delight. 
Whatever he read he thoroughly digeste 
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ntel; letained ; liut his progress through any book of 
an argumentatiTe or speculative nature was impeded 
1^ a disputative habit of thought and a fertility of in- 
TentioD, which suggested ingenious objections and 
started new theories at every step. Accordingly, this 
constitution of mind led him rather to investigate the 
gTOirnds of an author's hypathesis, and to satisfy hia 
own mind upon the relative probabilities of conflicting 
o|Hiuons, than to plod on patiently through a long 
coiu'se, merely to lay up in his memory the particular 
views and arguments of each writer, without consider- 
ation of their importance or their foundation. He was 
not content to know what an author's opinions wer^ 
bat how far they were right or wrong. The examin- 
ation of a single metaphysical speculation of Locke, or 
a moral argument of Butler, usually cost him more 
time and thought than would carry ordinary minds 
through a whole volume. It was also remarkable that 
in the perusal of mere works of fancy — the most in- 
teresting poems and romances of the day — he lingered 
with such delight on the first striking pasaageB, or en> 
tered into such minute criticism upon every beauty 
and defect as he went along, that it usually happened, 
dther that the volume was hurried from him, or some 
cither engagement interrupted him before he had 
finished it. A great portion of what he had thus read 
he could almost repeat from memory ; and while the 
recollection afforded him much ground of future enjoy- 
ment, it was Builictent also to set his own mind st 
woric in the same direction. 



I 



I 



The jacUity of his disposition also exposed him to 
tasoy intemiptionB in his studies. Even in the midat 
of the most important engagements, he had not reaolur 
tion to deny himself to any visiter. He used to watch 
anxiously for every knock at his door, lest any one 
should be disappointed or delayed who sought for him; 
and Such was the good-natured simplicity of his heart, 
that, however sorely he sometimea felt the intrusion, 
he stiU rendered himself so agreeable even to his most 
common-place acquaintances, as to encourage a repeti- 
tion of their import unities. He allowed himself to be- 
come the usual deputy of every one who applied to 
him to perform any of the routine coUepate duties 
which he was qualified to discharge ; and thus Ma 
time was go much invaded, tliat he seldom had any 
interval for continued application to his own imme- 
diate business. Besides, the social habit of his dispo- 
ition, which delighted in the company of select 
friends, and preferred the animated encounter of con- 
Tersational debate to the less inviting exercise of soli- 
tary study ; and his varied taste, which could take 
interest in every object of rational and intellectual 
enjoyment, served to scatter hia mind and divert it 
from that steadiness of application which ia actually 
necessary for the attainment of distinguished eminence 
in any pursuit. 

About the time he had entertained thoughts of 
reading for a fellowship, he had become acquainted 
with an interesting and highly respectable family, 
who resided in the most picturesque pact of the county 
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of Dublin. Previously to this he had been long 
mured within the city, and had seldom made even a 
day's excuraion amidst the lovely acenery of the sur- 
rounding country. The beauties of nature seemed to 
break upon him with all the charms of novelty, and 
were heightened by being shared with friends of con- 
genial feelings. The sensations thus excited soon 
awakened his slumbering Muse, and found their natu- 
ral expression in all the fervours of poetic inspiration. 
The reader shall be presented here with a specimen of 
his powers in descriptive poetry. The subject is 
" Lough Bray ;" a romantic and magnificent scencj 
which lies about six miles SiOuth of Rathfamham, in 
the northern part of the county Wicklow. It is a 
sequestered spot in the midst of a region of wildest 
mountains and hills. There are two lakes, called the 
upper and lower, the latter of which is the more 
beautiful and extensive. It is situated near the top 
of an abrupt mountain, and is almost circular in its 
shape, a circumstance which has probably given rise 
to the conjecture that it may be the crater of an ex- 
tinct volcano. Its area is said to be thirty-seven Irish 
acres. Close beside it stands a precipice of several 
hundred feet ; near the top of which is a dark over- 
hanging cliff, commonly called the " Eagle's Crag ;" 
and the lake itself sometimes overflows and glides 
down the side of the mountain in the opposite direc- 
tion. Tliis brief description of the principal features of 
the scene, may serve to prepare the reader for what he 
■ to expect in the little poem which follows. 



I 
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FAREWELL TO LOUGH BRAY. 



Then bie tfaee well ! — 1 leave th; rocke and glens, 

And hU th; wild and random majeelj-. 

To plnngG amid tlie worid'e defbnniticB, 

And see Jmw ludeoualy manlcind deface 

What God halh given lhem good : —while riewing thee, 

1 thint hnw grand and beautiful is Ood, 

When man haa not intruded on hia works, 

But lei^ tuB bright creation nnirop^red. 

'Twas Iherefare I approach'd Ibee with an awe 

Delightful, — therefore eyed, with joy grotesque — 

With joj I could not speak ; (for on this heart 

Has beauteous Nature seldom smilDd, and scarce 

A casual wind has blown the veil aside. 

And shewn me hei iminorlal lineanientB,) 

Tvras therefore did my- heai't expand, to mailt 

Thy penM»e unifcrmily- of gloom. 

The deep and holy darkness of iJiy wave, 

And that stern rocky form, whoso iwpcct stood 

Athwart UB, and confronted us at once. 

Seeming to vindicate the worship due. 

And yet reclined in proud recumlwncj, , 

As if secure the homage would be paid : 

It look'd the genius of the place and scom'd 

To BUperstitiou's eye to exorcise 

Some sacred, unknown function. — Blessed scenes! 

Fmnght with primeval grandeur ! or if aught 

la changed in thee, it is no mortal touch 

That sharpenM thy rottgh brow, or fringed thy skirti 

With course luiuriance : — 't was the lightning's fbrc« 

Dash'd its strong flash ai^ross thee, and did paint 

The crag ; or with a stormy thunderbolt, 

Th' Almighty architect himself disjoin'd 

Yon rook ; then flung it down where now it hangi. 



1 
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And said, " Do thou lie there;" — and gciiial rains 

(Which e'en withoat the good iimii''a prayer camo dowi 

Cali'd forth thy regctalion.— Then I watih'd 

The cloudB that coursed along tho aky, la which. 

A tremhliDg apLendour o^er ihe waters mor^ 

Bespoafiive ; vMle at tinies it Btale ta land. 

And Bmiled lUEiong Ihe niountaiii's duaky lucks. 

Snrelj there liogcr beings in this place, 

F« whom all this is done : — it cannot he. 

That all this Coir profosion in bcelow'd 

For such wild wayward piigiima as onrselvce. 

Haply wme glorioui spirin here await 

The opening of hearen'a portals ; who djiport 

Along the bosom of the lucid lake ; 

Who cluster on that peak ; at playful peep 

Into yon eagle's nest ; then sit Chem down 

And talk to those they left on earth, and those 

Wham they shall meet in heaven ; and, haply tired, 

(If blesied spirits tire in such empioy,) 

The slumbering phantoms by tliem down to rest 

Upon the bosam of the dewy breeze. — 

Ah ! whither do I roam— I dare not think— 

Alas ! I must forget thee ; for I go 

To mix with narrow minds and bollDW hearts — 

I mnst forget thee — liue thee, due thee well I 



The following staDzaa will convey some idea of the 
sensations with which the poet returned from Buch 
ecenes as this to the sombre walls of a college, and 
how painfully he felt the transition from such enjoy- 
ments to the grave occupation of academic studies. 
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01] say nnt that my heart ia cold 

To augtt tliat once would warm it- 
That Natore'e form, so dear of old. 

No more luu poiver to diarm it ; 
Ot titat ill' ungenerous world can ctiil 

One glow of fond emotion 
For those wlo made it dearer ilill. 

And ehaied my wild devotion. 



Still oft those solemn scenes I view 

Id rapt and dreamy sadness ; 
Oft look on tlioae who loved them too 

With bncf 's idle gladneea ; 
Again I long'd to view the light 

In Nature's features glowing ; 
Again to tiead the mountain's height, 

And taste the soul's o'erflowing. 



Stern Duty cose, and frowning flung 

His leaden chain around me ; 
With iron look and sullen tongue 

He mutler'd as he hound me — 
" The mountmn breeze, the hanudleu hesvcg 

" Unfit tor toil the creatutB ; 
" These (oT the free alone are given,- 

" But whol havt slaves with Natuio?" 
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A description of an enchanting scene in the county 
Wicklow— " the Dargle," or " Glen of the Oak '" — 
cannot fail to interest any one who has had the happi- 
ness to visit it, and ia gifted with taste to enjoy it. 
This little sketch, though written in prose, is ani- 
mated by the very spirit of poetry, and is so graphi- 
cally accurate in the delineation of every feature of 
that lovely epot, that it seems capable of summoning 
up before the imagination, as by magic, the wliole 
scene, in all its vivid colouring and its distinctive 
fbnm of beauty. 

THE DARGLE. 

We foimd ourselves at Bray about ten in the mom- 
bg, with that disposition to be pleased which seldom 
allows itself to be disappointed ; and the sense of our 
escape from everything not only of routine, but of 
regularity, into the country of mountains and glens 
and valleys and waterfalls, inspired us with a sort of 
gay wilduess and independence, that disposed us to 
find more of the romantic and picturesque than per- 
haps Nature ever intended. If, therefore, gentle 
reader, thou shouldst here meet with any extrava- 
gances at which thy sober feelings may be inclined to 
revolt, bethink thee, that the immortal Syntax him- 
selfi when just escaped from the everlasting dulness of 
a school, did descry a landscape even in a post, — a cir- 
cumstance which probably no one had ever discovered 
b^r& 
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We proceeded to the Dai^le along the small river 
whose waters were flo\ving gently towards ua after 
having passed through the beautiful Bcenos we were to 
visit. It was here a tranquil stream, and its hanks 
but thinly clothed ; but at the opening of the Dargle- 
gate, the scene was instantly changed. At once we 
were immersed in a sylvan wilderness, where the trees 
were thronging and crowding around ub; and the river 
had suddenly changed its tone, and was sounding 
wildly up the wooded bank that sloped down to ita 
edge. We precipitated ourselves towards the sound, 
— and when we stopped and looked around us, the 
mountains, the champaign, and almost the aky, had 
disappeared. We were at the bottom of a deep vrind- 
ing glen, whose steep sides had Buddenly shut out 
every appearance of the world that we had left. At 
our feet a stream was struggling with the multitude 
of rude rocks, which Nature, in one of her primeval 
convulsions, had flung here and there in masses into 
its current ; sometimes uniting into UTegular ledges, 
over which the water swept with impetuosity; — 
tandmg insulated in the stream, and in- 
a g h n gies of the river by their resistance ; 
— n n b aking forward from the bank, and 
gj ng a )0 d efl'ect to its romantic outline. The 
pp d he glen, that rose steeply and almost 

perpendicularlj from the very brink of the river, waa ' 
one precipice of foliage from top to bottom, where the 
trees rose directly above each other (their roots and 
backs being in a great degree concealed by the pro- 
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fusion of leaves in those below them), and a broken 
sunbeam now and then struggled through the boughs, 
and Bometimes contrived to reach the river. 

The side along which we proceeded waa equally 
high, but more sloping and diversified ; the wooding 
at one time retiring fi.'om the stream, while at an- 
other a close ciuater of trees cf the freshest verdure 
advanced into the river, bending over it in attitudes 
at once graceful and fantastic, and forming a pic- 
turesque and luxuriant counterpart to the little naked 
promontories of rock which we before observed. Both 
sides of the glen completely enclosed us from the view 
of everything external, except a narrow tract of sky 
just over our heads, which corresponded in some de- 
gree to the course of the stream below; so that in fact 
the Biui seemed a stranger, only occasionally visiting 
lis from another system. Sometimes while we were 
engaged in contemplating the strong darkness of the 
river as it rushed along, and the pensive loveiinesa of 
the foliage overhanging it, a sudden gleam of sunshine 
quietly yet instantaneously diffused itself over the 
scene, as if it smiled almost from some internal per- 
ception of pleasure, and felt a glow of instinctive ex- 
hilaration. Thus did we wander from charm to charm, 
and from beauty to beauty, endlessly varying, though 
all breathing the same wild and secluded luxury, the 
same poetical voluptuousness. This new region, set 
apart from the rest of creation, with its class of 
fenciful joys attached to it, seemed allotted to some 
creature of different elements from our own, — some 
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airy being, whose only essence was imagination. As 
the thought occupied ua, we opened upon a new ob- 
ject which seemed to confirm it. The profuse wooding 
which formed the steep and rich barrier of the opposite 
side of the river, was suddenly interrupted by a huge 
naked rock that stood out into the stream, aa if it had 
swelled forward indignantly from the touch of cultiva- 
tion, and, proud of its primitive barrenness, had flung 
aside the hand that was dispensing beauty around it, 
and that would have intruded upon its craggy and 
original majesty. It was here that our imaginations 
fixed a residence for the Genius of the river and the 
Spirit of the Dargle, A sort of watery cell was form- 
ed by the protrusion of this bold figure from the one 
side, and the thick foliage that met it across from the 
other, and threw a solemn darkness over the water. 
In front, a frt^ment of rock stood in the middle of the 
current, like a threshold; and a spreading tree hung 
its branches directly over it, like a spacious screen in 
face of the celL From this we began gradually to 
ascend, until our side became nearly as steep as the 
opposite, while the wooding was thickening on both 
at every step ; so that the glen soon formed one steep 
and magnificent gulf of foliage. The river at a vast 
distance, almost directly below us; the glad sparkling 
and flashing of its waters, only occasionally seen, and 
its wild voice mellowed and refined as it reached us 
through thousands of leaves and branches ; the variety 
of hues, and the mazy irregularity of the trees that 
descended from our feet to the river, — were finely 
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contrasted with the heavier and more monotonouB 
mass that met it in the bott&m, down the other aii 

In stepping back a. few paces, we just descried, over 
the opposite boundary, the top of Sugar-loaf, in dim 
and distant perspective. The senaatiotis of a mariner, 
when, after a long voyage without sight of shore, he 
suddenly perceives symptoms of land where land was 
not expected, could not be more novel and curious 
than those excited in us by this little silent notice of 
regions which we had literally forgotten, — so totaUy 
were we engrossed in our present enchantment, and 
BO much were our minds, like our view, bounded by 
Ihe sides of the glen. This single object let in a whole 
train of recollections and associations; but the charm 
could not be more gradually and more pleasingly 
broken. The glen, still retaining all its characteristic 
laxuriance, began gracefully to widen, — the country to 
open upon us, and the mountains to rise ; and, at 
length, after a gentle descent, we passed the Dargle- 
gate, and found otirselves standing over the delightful 
Talley of Powerscourt. It was like a transition fmm 
the enjoyments of an Ariel to those of human nature, 
— from the bhssful abode of some sjlpbic genius, to ' 
the happiest habitations of mortal men, — from all the 
restless and visionary delights of fancy, to the calm 
glow of real and romantic happiness. Our minds, that 
were before confused by the throng of beauties that 
enclosed and solicited them on every side, now ex- 
panded and reposed upon the scene before us. The 
sun himself seemed liberated, and rejoicing in 



emancipation. The va]ley indeed " lay smiling before 
us;" the river, no longer dashing over rocks, and 
struggling with impedimenta, was flowing brightly and 
cheerfully aloug in the sun, bordered by meadows of 
the liveliest green, and now and then embowered in a 
cluster of trees. One little field of the freshest verdure 
swelled forward beyond the rest, round which the river 
wound, so as to give it the appearance of an island. 
In this we observed a mower whetting his scythe, and 
the sound was just sufficient to reach us faintly and at 
intervals. To the left was the Darglej where all the 
beauties that had so much enchanted us were now one 
undistinguishable mass of leaves. Confronting us, 
stood Sugar-loaf, with his train of rough and abrupt 
mountains, remaining dark in the midst of sunshine, 
like the frowning guardians of the valley. These 
were contrasted with the grand flowing outline of the 
mountains to our right, and the exquisite refinement 
and variety of the light that spread itself over their 
gigantic sides. Far to the left, the sea was again dis- 
closed to our view, and behind us was the Scalp, like 
the outlet from Paradise into the wide world of thorns 
and briers. 



A BIRTH-DAY POEM. 
Oil li.ive you not heard of the Siirii thai lay 
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The wiijwflrd yoQth that loved to wander 
By twilight Inae up the mountain yonder!' 



Han 



wild hi 









It lay lilent and lone on the DiDuntnia'a brow ; 
The eagle's down on the Btringa that lay 
Pfoved he there had awaited the dawning ray; 
But BO track could be aeen^ nor a footstep vaa near. 
Save the murse of the hare o'er the strings in fear. — 
Aod ah ! no niinatrel is here to be seen 
On our mountaia'a brovr, or our salleya green ; 
And if there were, he had mias'd full iurtn 
Hia wild companion so sweet and boon. — 
While the youth stood gazing on aghast. 
The wind it rote strong, and the wind it n>se bet, 
Quick on ibc hnrp it (aine swinging, swinging — 
Then away through the snrjngs it went singing, singing. 
Till a peat there arose bo lofty and loud. 
That the eagle bung braathleaa upon his cloud ; 
And HWay through the strings the wind it went sweeping, 
Till the ipitil awoke that among them was sleepiug — 
It awoke, it awoke ; 
It Bpoke, il spoke — 
" I am the spirit of Erin's might, 

" That brighten'd in peace, and that nerved her in fight- 
" The spirit that Uves ia the blast of the mountain, 
" And tunea her voice lo the roll of the fountain— 
" The spirit of giddy and frantic gladness — 
" The spirit of moat hcan-rcnding sadness — 
" The apirit of maidens weeping on 

" Wildly, tenderly— 
" The spirit of hcroea thund'rin? on 

** Gloriously, gloriously ; 
■* And though ray voice ig seldom heari, 
" Now anolher'a long 's prefen'd, 

* 1 tell thee, stcangar, I have sung 

* Where Tara's hundred harps bare rung — 



" And ] have rodo by- Brien's side, 

•' Rolling back the Danish tide— 

" And know each echo long aiifl alow 

- Of still— roroimlic GUndulough ; 

" ThoQgh now my aang bnt seldmn lUrllls, 

" Lately a attanger awaken 'd me ; 
" And Geniua came from Scottand'a hills, 

" A pilgrim for my minatrelsy. — 
" But coroe — more fiiLolly blows tha gale, 
*• And my voice begins to Eail — 
" Pilgrini, take this simple lyre — 
" And yet it holdfl a nation** fira — ■ 
" Take it, while witl me tis swelling, 
" To your stately lowland dwelling — 
" There she dwells — my Erin's maid — 
~ In her charming natiie shade ; 
** ] have placed my stamp apon her, 
" Erin's radiant brow otbononr ; 
" Spirits lambent — heart that "s glowing — 
"Mind tial "b rich, and soul o'artluwing— 
" She moves with her bounding motmtain-grace, 
" And tho light of her heart is in her fece : 
" Tell ibe maid — I claim her mine — 
" For Erin it ii hers to shine ; 
** And, that she still increase her stOR 
" Of inlBHect and fancy's lore, 
" That I demand &ona her a mind 
"Solid, brillianl, elmng, rvfinedj 

"■ Beyond what avarice can desire ; 
*" And she must pour n patriot's «ong 
" Her romantic hilla along."— 

Constance. — Faintly died 

The blast upon the moimloin side. 
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Yet iweatly, iweetly, Constnnco rung 
On the Mtering spirit's tongne — 
Speak again, the yonth he crieil> — 
But no faltering sprite replied ; 
Wild harp, nild harp. 

To Constnnee I will take thee— 
Wild harp, wild harp. 

She perhnpB will waJie thee. 



Ai my lore has an eye of the Boftest bine, 
" 'El it WBB not that that won me ; 

a little bright drop irom h er soul was there — 
Tib that thM has undone me. 



S might haie pau'd that loiely cheek, 

r, perdianee, my heart have left me; 
lie Benntive bluah that came trembling tlien 
Of my heart it for ever berelt me. 



Hi might hsTB forgotten that red, red Itp-^ 
1 Tet how from the thought to sever P 

I And tltat imile 1 11 remember for ever. 



)t HiB nothing bnt lifeles 
L The elegant fonn that hanni a i 
It the gracefully deUcate mind 
rery step that enchants m< 
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Let me not hear the nightingale sing, 
Though I once in its notes delighted : 

The feeling and mind that comes whispering forth 
Has left me no music beside it. 

VL 

Who could blame had I loved that &ce. 
Ere my eye could twice explore her ? 

Yet it is for the feiry intelligence there, 
And her warm — warm heart, I adore her. 



TO A FRIEND. 



I. 

My own friend — my own friend ! 
There 's no one like my own friend 

For all the gold 

The world can hold 
I would not give my own friend. 

n. 

So bold and frank his bearing, boy. 
Should you meet him onward faring, boy. 

In Lapland*s snow 

Or Chili's glow, 
You 'd say — what news from Erin, boy ? 

m. 

He has a curious mind, boy — 
'Tis jovial — 'tis refined, boy^ 

Tis richly fraught 

With random thought. 
And feelings wildly kind, boy. 
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IV* 

Twas eaten up with care, boy. 
For circle, line, and square, boy — 

And few believed 

That genius thriyed 
Upon such drowsy &ie, boy. 

V. 

But his heart that beat so strong, boy ; 
Forbade her slumber long, boy — 

So she shook her wing. 

And with a spring 
Away she bore along, boy. 

VI. 

She wavers unconfined, boy. 
All wayward on the wind, boy. 

Yet her song 

All along 
Was of those she left behind, boy. 

vn. 

And we may let him roam, boy, 
For years and years to come, boy ; 

In storms and seas — 

In mirth and ease. 
He ^11 ne*er forget his home, boy. 

vm. 

Oh give him not to wear, boy. 
Your rings of braided hair, boy — 

Without this fuss 

He '11 think of us— 
His heart — ^he has us there, boy. 
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IX. 

For what canH be tmdone, boj. 
He will not blabber on, boy — 

He ^ brightly smile. 

Yet think the while 
Upon the friend that *s gone, boy. 

X. 

Oh saw yon his fire-side, boy. 
And those that round it bide, boy. 

Yon 'd glow to see 

The thrilling glee 
Around his fire-side, boy. 

XI. 

Their airy poignant mirth, boy, 
From feeling has its birth, boy; 

^Tis worth the groans 

And the moans 
Of half the dolts on earth, boy. 

xn. 

Each soul that there has smiled, boy, 
Is Erin's native child, boy — 

A woodbine flower 

In Erin's bower, 
So elegant, so wild, boy. 

xm. 

The surly clouds that roll, boy. 
Will not for storms console, boy : 

'Tis the rainbow's light 

So tenderly bright 
That softens and cheers the soul, boy. 
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I 'd ask no (riends to mourn, boy, 
When I to dust return, boy- 
No breath of sigh 
Op brine of eye 
Should gather round my nrn, boy. 

I juit would ask a tear, boy. 
From eyery eye that 'a iJiere, boy; 

Then a amile each day, 

All sweetly gay. 
My memoiy should repair, boy. 



The laugh that there endeara, boy 

The memory of your years, hoy — 

Wonld mora dehght 

Your boTering BpriCc 

Tlian half the world's tears, boy. 



Something, perhapSj may be diBcovered in the latter 
poems beyond the mere inspiration of the Muse ; and 
it might therefore appear inexpedient to pass by, 
without some short notice, a circumstance in the life 
of our author so interesting as that which the reader 
may ha^e already suspected. With the family al- 
luded to in these poems, he had heen for some time in 
habits of the most friendly intercourse, and frequently 
had the happiness of spending a few days upon a visit 
at their country residence, sharing in all the refined 
pleasures of their domestic circle, and partaking with 
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them in the exhilarating enjoyment of the rural and 
romantic scenery around them. With every member 
of the family he soon became cordially intimate ; hut 
with one this intimacy gradually and almost uncon- 
sciously grew into a decided attachment. The attain- 
ment of a fellowship would indeed have aiforded him 
means sufficient to realise bis hopes ; but, unhappily, 
the statute which rendered marriage incompatible witli 
that honourable station, had been lately revived. Hia 
prospects of obtaining a. competency in any other pur- 
suit were so distant and uncert^n, that t!ie family of 
the young lady deemed it prudent at once to break off 
all further intercourse, before a mutual engag;ement 
had actually taken place. 

How severely this disappointment pressed upon 
a heart like hia, may easily be conceived. It would 
be injustice to him to deny that he long and deeply 
felt it : but he had been habitually so far under the 
influence of relipous principles, as to feel assured that 
every event of our lives is under the regulation of 
a wise Providence, and that by a resigned acquiescence 
in his arrangements, even our bitterest trials may be 
overruled for our best interests — our truest happiness. 
This circumstance, perhaps, weakened the stimulus to 
his exertions for the attainment of a fellowship, — but 
he had long before relaxed them ; it does not, how- 
ever, appear that it had any Influence in determining 
the choice of his profession, as the prevailing tendency 
of hia mind had always been towards the sacred office 
of the ministry. 



S'ffOIPH. 

In a ahort time after this severe disoppointment, 
and a few days previous to hia ordination (which took 
place in November I817)i his feelings received another 
shock by the death of a dear fellow-student,* one of 
hia most valued and intimate 'friends. Under the 



' The editor lannot fDrbear indulging hia feelings by n brief 
recoTd of tbe bmented friend alluilud la in the above paitage. 
The nnrne of Herculi'B Heniy GravcB, with v/ham nc were both 
Diiitcd in bonds of ihe closest intimncy, will not be reiLd, even 
bj & common acquaintance, wlthoDt awakening senthncnts of 
i^nt for the loss which society has sustained in tbe eailj re- 
njoral of so much intellectnal and moral worth. He wa 
second son of the learned and excellimt Dean Qraves, prafeBsor 
of dlvinlt; In the Dublin Universitj. With talents at once 
led shining, he combined an invintible pereevemnee. a masculine 
sBength of undemanding, and an energy of spirit which crowned 
his academic laboure with tlie moat distinguished honoars, 
afiiirded the euiest pledge of ropid advancement to profesi 
enonence. These rare endowments of mind were accompanied j 
by qnalities of greater value, — a ligh moral taste, a [jurity of I 
principle, n gsuerudty of spirit, and an atrecttonalc tempemment I 
at hem, which aesored hiui the respect and regard of 
individual of his wldelf-eictended acquaintance. 

This happy union of mental and moral qualities was t 
by a constant flow of good-hamoiir, an equability of U 
and a fmnlinos and cotdiatily of manners, which diFFused an | 
instantaneous glow of eihilaintiDn through evei? circle in 
he appeared. He was on the point of being called to the Irish I 
bat, and was universally ollnwed to be the most promising J 
aspirant of bis contemporaries to its bonomv and einolumenti, i 
when, imhappil)', bis health began lo break doivn. Hi 
ordeied to the South of France, where he died in Novcmhec 
181T, "in Ihe fear of God. and tho faith of Jesus Clirist," as 
he himself wished it to be recorded on his tomb. His 
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deep impression of two buc)i nfflictive trials, he nas 
obliged to prepare for a removal from eoeiety which 
he loved, — from the centre of science and literature, 
to which he was so much devoted, to an obscure and 
remote country curacy in the north of Ireland, where 

was made the happy occnsioTi of direeling his mind more fully 
to tha concema of his immortol eoul, which he Icll he had loo 
much overlooked in the busy purauil of earthly objectB. The 
■Indy of religion bad not, however, been neglected by hiia: 
mtb oar author and two other friends he had been in the hsUt 
eS reading and diacutsing bdihd of the ablest works npon the 
evidences of the CLiistian fiijth; and it ia In be preaamed, ihit 
the iraprcBaiona thua made npon his understanding were not 
lo« upon his heart They seemed lo have recurred to hie mind 
trith full toTte in his iUnera. He took apeciol comfort in the 

wise cast out ; " amtiously considering the fiiU unport of the 
phrase, "to come unto Christ" The view of our blessed Re- 
deemer, as Ood and Mas — as one " able and willing to win 
lo the ultermosC all that come unto the Father through him," 
was indeed " an anchor of his soul, both sars and sleadfest," 
Bt the near prospect of eternity. It enabled him not merely 
to close hia eyea with reugnation npon the brightest earthly 
prospects, but to loolc forward with holy hope to an imperiahable 
happiness. May this, amongst many other similar examples, 
serve to show that vital religion is not unworthy of the groateit 
mental powers, or incompatible with the highest attainments 
nf secular learning : and may it iRipreBs upon the conadenee of 
every reader, that a lime will come when the alrongeat mind 
t all the sustaining consolalions which a stead&st &ith 
L in the Gospel is calculated to bestow. 
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he could not hope to meet one individual to eater into 
hJB feelings, or to hold communion with him upon 
the accustomed subjects of his former pursuits. He 
felt as if he had been transplanted into a totally 
new world ; as a misBionary abandoning home and 
triends, and cherlahed habits, for the awful and 
important work to which he had solemnly devoted 
hinisel£ 

At first he was engaged in a temporary curacy, not 
fer remote from the situation in which he was soon 
afterwards permanently fixed. An extract Irom a 
letter to one of fais college friends, will give some idea 
of the state of his feelings upon his arrival at the 
place where he was now to enter upon his new sphere 
of duties. 

JloHsdoff, Ti/rinie, Dec. llti, IBIZ- 
" MY DEAR 

"I am now sitting by myself opposite my turf-fire, 
" with my Bible beside me, in the only furnished 
" room of the Glebe Houae, surrounded by mountains, 
"froat and snow, and by a set of people with whom I 
"am totally unacquainted, except a disbanded ar- 
" tilleryman, his wife and two cliildren, who attend 
"me, the churchwarden and clerk of the parish. Do 
" not however conceive that I repine : I rather con- 
"gratulate myself on my situation; however, I am 
"beginning rather poetically than historically, and 
" at once hurrying you 'in mediae res.' Alas I what 
"could bring Horace into my head here! — Well, I 



"arrived at Auchnacloy, without an adventure, on 
"Saturday, at half-paet eleven; posted from thence 

" to the Glebe House of Mr. S -, a fine large raan- 

" non, sitimted in a wild bkak country, alternately 
" mountain and bog. * * » On Sunday I ar- 
" rived at this place, where I opened my career by 
" reading prayers. * * * Comparatively happy 

" should I be if I could continue the hermit of B ;•; 

" but I am not doomed to such aecluBion. * * * 

" My dear , I want you and my friends more 

" than ever. Write immediately all of you to the ■ 
" hermit of B 



Ever your 



" C. W." 



" I shall follow your example in not wasting my 
" paper either in professions or apologies. Suffice it 
"to say, that a day or two before I received your 

"letter, I had written to C. D , which I con- 

"ceived wag writing to the gang; and was since 
"obliged to leave my hermitage at Ballyclog, and 
" officiate in my own parish for the first time on 
" Christmas-day, not being qualified to consecrate the 
" sacrament ; and since my return have been for some 

" time engaged at » » • Well, my dear 

, though it may appear as selfish as para- 
; my companion 



" doxical, I look i 



" since I have heard that you a 



e alone. You 
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" are more like me, and have more leisure to think of 
" me. • • • I am now in a country far bu- 
" perior, both in cultivation and society, to that 
" which IB my ultimate destination. I am surround- 
"ed by grandees, who uount their incomes by thou- 
" aands, and by clergymen innumerable ; — however, 
" I have kept out of their reach ; I have preferred 
" my turf-fire, my books, and the memory of the 
" inenda I have left, to all the society that Tyrone can 

" furoish — with one bright exception. At M 's 

" I am indeed every way at homo ; I am at home 
" in fiiendship and hospitality, in science and litera- 
" ture, in our common friends and acquaintance, and 
"in topics of religion. # • • 

" Ever yours, 

"C.W." 

Before we pro<:eed further, it may be important as 
well as interesting to give some view of the religious 
character of the author previous to his ordination, and 
tD trace the progress of his mind towards that high 
state of Christian principle to which he atlerwaids 
attuned. 

His family all represent him as being firom child- 
hood impressed with religious feelings : and during his 
college life the writer had full opportunity of perceiving 
that they had not been effaced. 

The pure moral taste, which seemed almost a 
natural element of his mind, may properly be at- 
tributed to the gradual and insensible operation of 



that divine principle with which he had been so early 
imbued. 

In many cases, " The kingdom of God (as our 
"blessed Lord himeelT declares) is as if a man should 
" eaat seed in the ground ; and should sleep, and rise 
" night and day, and the seed should spring and grow 
" up, he knoweth not how — first the blade — then the 
" ear — after that, the full com in the ear," 

Such, in some measure, appears to have been the 
advancement of his mind, in the formation of that 
high religious character which he ultimately reached ; 
but in his case, there was at least one marked stage 
of this progress. - Religion had evidently a restraining 
influence on him at aU times ; it kept him back from 
the vulgar dissipation and usual vices of youth. He 
was exemplary, 1 might say blameless, in his moral 
conduct, and scrupulous in the discharge of duty: and 
though naturally impetuous in his feelings, habitually 
lively and even playful in his temper and maimere, 
yet there was manifestly an influence in hia heart and 
a guard upon his tongue, which never permitted him 
to violate the rules of strictest chastity or decorum. 
He was devout and regular in his habits of private 
prayer and in attendance upon puhhc worship : and I 
have often seen him a^Sected even to tears in reading 
the sacred Word of inspiration. But when he came 
to preach the doctrines and duties of Christianity to 
others, they burst upon his mind in their full magni- 
tude, and in all theu awful extent ; he fell that he 
himself had not given up his whole heart to God, — 
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' that the Gospel of Christ had held but a divided em- 
pire in his soul ; and he lookeii back upon hie earlier 
years with self-reproach and self-diatruat, when he 
recalled to mind the subordinate place which the love 
of God had possessed in his heart. — If sucli a man 
could feel reason to contemplate the days of his youth 
with emotions of thU kind] what should be the feel- 
ings of him who has Uved altogether " without God 
" in the world 1 " — who has scarce ever known what it 
was to control a passion or regulate a desire, or per- 
form a single action, with an exclusive reference to 
the divine will ? 

" Yet will there come an lour to him, 

** When anguiah in hit breast e}ia11 wnke, 

■■And thai iMnght eye- ball, weak and dim, 

" GBxiog DD IbrmDr dajs. sliall ache ; — 

" When aolitudB bida viBiona dreai 

" or raptures now no longor dear, 

" In gloomy gliastlineas appear — ■ 

" When ihougliM arifle of errors past — ■ 

" Of proipeetj, foully oTcreUBt — 

" Ot paasion's unresisted rage — 

" Of yOQth that thought not upon age — 

" Of earthly hopes, too fondly nurat, 

" That caught the giddy eye at first, 

" But Uke iho flowers of Sjiisp sands, 

" Thai crumbled in the closing hands."* 

I will venture to introduce here, merely as indica- 
tions of his youthful piety, some religious thoughts 
which are scattered amongst hie earliest papers. 
■ Anster's Poems {Edinburgh, 1819), p. U6. 



lUUAlNS OP 

" Those n s ra le a p cb who boaat of their ima- 
ginary d so m ar only a sort of intellectual 
glow-wonn — h y horr ' their glimmer from daik- 
nees, and exul n s p ful and momentary spark: 
but Ihe day — he daj spring from on high' will 
Boon com , — and hen h y are but — wonna I — Dost 
thou dispute the existence of a Providence t From 
thee, dust and reptile, 1 appeal to the Heavens ; from 
thee, undistinguished link in the chain of nature, I 
appeal to the Universe." 



" I have often considered, that if it were proposed to 
man by his Maker, to select and mention the moat 
faultless transactions of his life, and to offer up the 
catalogue at the shrine of his Judge, he would either 
be totally confounded and perplexed, or would make 
a very erroneous and. defective selection ; he would 
even offer up vices for virtues ; sins for acts of good- 
ness : he would perhaps present a memorial of deeds 
which appeared meritorious to the world and to him- 
self, the motive of which was perhaps not only un- 
christian, but criminal ; the incentive to which was a 
lurking, smothered pride, a deceitful and seductive am- 
bition, or some passion which screened and shrouded 
itself in the garb of religion. I will suppose that at 
such an awful crisis, -when he was to make such an 
oblation to his Father and Redeemer, he perceives the 
futility of those splendid actions which dazzled his in- 
considerate fellow-creatures, as the native offspring of 
virtue ; I will suppose that he perceives their insuffi- 
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ci^cy and omits them ; yet, even of his silent retired 
behaviour, of his noiseless and unseen conduct, how 
many actions are there whicli may dazzle himself! 
He will certainly make a statement of some deed 
which appeared to him generous and charitahle; and 
will think that because it was done in secret and 
without ostentation, its motive must be pure ; (but 
alas 1 pride can inhabit the lonely chamber and the 
solitary bosom — can mingle in the prayera of the an- 
chorite, and can stretch the hand of bounty ; for we 
can flatter ourselves — yes, as destructively as the 
world can flatter ub;) while perhaps some little 
thought which he had long forgotten as insignificant, 
— some truly devout contemplation, — some pious re- 
flection drawn from the very depth of the heart, may 
be that offering which his God looked for, — that for- 
gotten contemplation — that reflection, which was the 
emanation of a soul which then felt the genuine in- 
fluence of religion. How difficult is it then to bo 
acquainted with ourselves, and what a true con- 
lesiion do we make when we say, ' There is no 
health in us ! "" * * ' » 



These reflections will appear to the pious reader to 
indicate something more than vague and general no- 
dons of religion. They exhibit, at least, the dawning 
of an enlightened conscience, and an early sensibility 
to the impressions of divine truth. It is natural to 
suppose that such a mind would be fully alive to the 
reBponsibility of the ministciial office ; and accord- 




ingly, when the period approached when Mr. W. had 
to determine upon the solemn undertaking, he gave 
up his mind to the most anxious consideration of the 
duties it imposed upon him, and of the preparation of 
mind and heart which it required. Some of those 
standard works on the evidences of Christianity, whidi 
lie had been in the habit of reading, he now reaumed 
for the purpose of a more aeriouaand practical investi- 
gation. He seems to have dwell with peculiar interert 
upon Bishop Butler's unanswerable work upon the 
Analogy of Itehgion, &c. This treasure of deep and 
original thought — the leading object of which is to 
expose the unreasonablenese of the ordinary ai^uments 
against the truth of religion — seems to have been pe- 
culiarly suited to the character of his mind, which was 
easily startled by diiticulties, and was quick in the 
discovery of objections. His copious notes upon this 
book show not only how accurately he scrutinized 
every argument, but how practically he expanded 
and applied every important reflection which it con- 
tains. Some of the observations thus su^ested, and 
which seem to have impressed his own mind most 
deeply, are here selected, with the hope that they 
may prove not unacceptable or uninstroctive to the 
general reader. They may serve to inculcate a stronger 
sense of the vast importance of religion as a subject 
of anxious and candid inquiry, and may induce some, 
who are unacquainted with the valuable work from 
which they have been, deduced, to give it a serious 
and deliberate perusal. 
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" There is Btniiig evidecee uf the truth of Christi- 
anit; : but it is certain that no one can, upon prin- 
cipleB of reason, be aatiafied of the contrary ; now the 
practical consequence to be drawn from this is not 
attended to by every one con-cemed in it. This Bug- 
gests an excellent way of beginning with a Deist or 
Atheist : — Have you satisfactorily disproved Chriati- 
anity? Is it possible that all the evidence (collec- 
tively taken), though it may not have satisfied y 
itB truth, has been satisfactorily removed ? An 
at your ease upon the subject ? And if not, what 
ft miserable man must you be [ Surely it is not such 
a hollow case. 

" This may be the beat way of proceeding, whatever 
may be the truth denied ; — the existence of a God, 
of a moral governor, of a future life, the truth of 
Scripture, &c.: and it is, in fact, the state in which 
we probably are by nature — not so much with c 
vincing proof that there is a future state, as with no 
convincing proof to the contrary. If it be objected 
that it is rather slender ground upon which to stand, 
merely that we cannot prove the contrary, or tlu false- 
hood of the thing; we may answer, that it is not in- 
tended to be ground to rest ore; — it is intended t 
ua in motion ; and the evidence will grow in propor- 
tion to the earnestness and sincerity to ascertain the 
point. Now, is there not a moral fitness in this, — 
that evidence should be progressive, and that — in pro- 
portion to the singleness of eye and the diligence with 
h it is sought and investigated ! And does it not 
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war particularly becoming the D vine Majesty that 

i should be the case in all n ]u n s aspect ng h s 

Ivorks and dispensations? and hat he wh nt a 

I t^on the investigation inapeunpun a el so 

ine state of mind should be nf und i ! In th s 

I point of view, alao, nia.y be ga d d the bj t odb 

I made by some to the insufticieney of the evidence in 

[ proof of a state of future punishment i it may he an- 

' Bwered, — Are you duly affected by the hare aurmise — 

I by the mere whisper that there is such a state ? Does 

it excite that degree of concern and inquiry which it 

lught ? And if it does not, ia it not a proof that there 

B something more than a mere want of ei-idence con- 

eemed in your unbelief? Is there anything improha- 

1, ble in the supposition that the Almighty may propor- 

I ition the evidence to the degree of sincere earncBtnesB 

ed in the inquiry ? — and that when the ear- 

[ nestness is proportioned to the object, the evidence shall 

le proportioned to the eamestneai ?" 



" In order to give an idea of the way in which the 
truth may grow upon a man, we may speak of the 
growing conviction arising from the constant obaerva- 
tion of the artlesaness and simplicity of the style of 
the divine writings, as an evidence of their truth, — and 
that arising from the self-application of the truths and 
piinciplea of the Gospel, until at length a man shall 
experience what Scripture intimates, ' The witness in 
' himself;' which passage alone shows that the Scrip- 
ture itself declares the witneas shall be greater after 
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the attainment of the Christian spirit, than at t 
beginning of a cold invea ligation. Is there anythi 
unbecoming in this i The conduct of the people of 
Sychar may seire as an illuatration, John iv. 39, &«, 
It may also be obserred, that it is a grand test of , 
truth, that the more it is examined, tiie clearer it 
appears. Thua, too, the apparent contradictions of 
Scripture are reduced to harmony by examination, 
as the apparent irregularities of Nature by the micro- 
Bcope." 



" The analogy in favour of our future state, founded 
on the various changes that we and other animals 
undergo, is of considerable weight. It might be, per- 
haps, a little weakened by the consideration that these 
changes are all attended with sensible proofs ; and 
that therefore we could not draw as strong a conclu- 
rion, by analogy, in fayour of one that should not be 
attended with them. It might at the same time be 
replied, that unless we draw the conclusion that there 
are no changes but what we have faculties to witness, 
the objection is of nu weight. It might also be an- 
Bwered, that there may be very sufficient proof of our 
existence after death to beings capable of receiving it, 
though not to those of the same species; as we have 
abimdant proof of the changes of worms into flies, 
while perhaps the worms of the same species, until 
t/ieir change arrives also, have no idea, aud no proof 
of it, — perhaps have not senses to witness it." 



n 




"The credibility of a future state of existence is fully 
■ufBcient to become a practical principle, however low 
the evidence may appear ; for, at the very lowest, we 
cannot prove the negative. 

" But further, that a being should be formed of such 
a nature aa man, and placed in such a situation as to 
try this most momentous question, and feel an interest 
in its determination, and yet never be able to arrive at 
a satisfactory negative, is not only a practical proof, 
but perhaps a stronger evidence of the actual truth of 
the thing, than would at first be imagined. This 
state of doubt and perplexity upon the moat important 
and interesting of all subjects, is a curious moral phe- 
nomenon ; — and where are we to look for the solution? 
It is solved by revelation : — for, taking the two prin- 
ciples — the immortality and the fall of man — nothing 
is BO conceivable as that the fall, in destroying so 
much of the moral excellence of man, carried off many 
of the proofs of his immortality along with it, — proofs, 
many of which, it is natural to suppose, were of a 
moral character, — perhaps the greatest of them, a 
moral fitnesi for it." 

" Prom Bishop Butler's observations on ' Divine 
Punishments,' there may be ready and experimental 
answers deduced to many of the common-place and 
popular objections advanced against the reality oi 
severity of future punishments. One favourite plea is 
the character of the Divine Being : ' He is too mer- 
' ciful and benevolent to visit human infirmity with 
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' Buch rigorous severity.' But what is the fact ? He 
only allows men 'to mivke themaelveB aa miserable 
'as ever they please." He gives them fiicultieB to in- 
quire and discover consequences ; and if, by either not 
exerting them, or not complying with their rational 
dictates when exercised, they incur pain and misery, 
it is their own doing, and he leaves them to ' eat the 
' fruit of their own devices,' Thus if we consider the 
Deity as merely passive in the buaineas, and we ob- 
serve men from want of BufScient consideration (for 
they generally bestow more or less upon their worldly 
concerns) bringing on themselves disease, misery, and 
nun, — what an awful state is his who has never 
ieriously and earnestly given himself to the considera- 
tion of the things of another morld I Nor is it very 
likely that, when want of consideration (a fault of 
little m^^iitude in the estimation of men, and even 
dignified by some with virtuous titles and epithets) 
can produce such tremendous results here, — the con- 
sequences of sin, spiritual and external, (although men 
overlook and despise them,) vrill be so very light or 
BO very inconsiderable, as they would fondly persuade 
themaelves they are, in another world. And hence, 
too, we see the folly, in generaJ, of pleading ignorance 
or sincerity as our excuse for carelessness or sin ; for 
we find thoughtlessness and neglect often produce as 
dieadtroue consequences as vice itself; and the sin 
here ia plain ; for a creature not only gifted with, but 
distinguished, in a great degree, from the rest of the 
creation, by powers of deliberation and observation, is 
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bound to use them ; and if he shoveB aside a subject, 
the most important upon which thoee powers can be 
employed, on which his happiness chiefly depends, 
(and one which is often forced upon hia attention by 
outward events and circurastancea,) without full, de- 
liberate meditation, and without arriving at any well- 
grounded conclusion upon the matter, what shall be 
said of that man's sincerily i There is an evident 
dishonesty and unfairness evinced in shutting his eyes 
to what he is absolutely bound to contemplate, — and 
he must talce the consequences : and such is the caae 
of all those who have not aeriouaiy, earnestly, and 
deliberately considered ' the things that belong unto 
' their peace." They may not be guilty of hypocrisy 
towards their fellow-creatures, but they act the hypo- 
crite to God and to therciselves." 



"The inefficiency of repentance (in the ci 
ceptation) may be enforced by considering a man on 
a bed of pain and sickness, to which he has been 
brought by his own folly or wickedness. Do we find 
that Hoods of tears, and protestations of amendment, 
ever produce any improvement in that man's bodUy 
stated — What reason have we to conclude, from pre- 
cedent or analogy, that they will relieve his soul 9 

" Repentance, in ita fullest sense, a change from a 
state of enmity to a state of love to God, one would 
think, ia ever acceptable : but this is always the work 
of the Spirit given through Jesus Christ, and never ap- 
pears to be the meaning attached to it by the careless 
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or the ungodly, or e\ 
therefore it does not e 



1 apprehended by tlieai ; and 
er into the prcBent questioi 



" The profligate argument, that if God gave us such 
and such passions, he gave them to he enjoyed with- 
out restraint, is here immediately anawered : If God 
gave us such and such faculties, he gave them to be 
used, and their use is to control those passions; and 
we daily see the woful consequences of not esercising 
them, by actual observation. If the offence, by which 
the passion is gratified, is committed against our- 
selves, perhaps we should come to a different con- 
clusion." 



" Man is gifted with powers of looking to the future, 
and evidently for the purpose of mainly preferring it 
to the present : he is therefore a creature made to look 
forward,— and to what J is the question. Some men 
madly fasten upon the present moment, and shut 
their eyes to what is natm-ally to follow ; and accord- 
ingly they reap the fmit of their folly in due season; 
others, who are either of a more calculating, or a more 
enterprising, or a more ambitious disposition, look for- 
ward to various fiiturities at various distances ; but 
death comes equally upon aU, and their futurities are 
no more to them. To what, then, is man made to look 
forward? There are here also to be taken into ac- 
count the multiplied uncertainties attending the suc- 
cess of the various projects, arising out of unnumbered 
events and circumstances which it is beyond the power 



e natural facultiea to foreaee or avert. This may 
reed in contrast to revelation." • • 



6uch reflections as these may t«nd to show that his 
^th was not the offspring of mere feeling, — that the 
doctrines of Christianity were not embraced by him 
mmply from their congeniality to his pure and fervid 
imagination; but that he applied himself, with all the 
sober calculation of common sense, and all the powers 
of a clear and reasoning mind, to the examination of the 
important subject. His religion was the conviction of 
the understanding, as well as the persuasion of the heart. 
With a firm assurance of the truth and importance of 
the great principlea of the Gospel as they are inter- 
preted and maintained by the Church of England, he 
altered upon the arduous duties of the ministry. The 
more he was engaged in the work, the more deeply he 
felt the responsibility ; the more he was in the habit of 
teaching others, the more he seemed to learn himself. 
He thus came more in contact, as it were, with the 
business of religion; hia views became more vivid, his 
heart more engaged ; and every day's experience ap- 
pears to have strengthened his taith and heightened 
hia devotion. The process by which his religious cha- 
racter was formed seems to have been so gradual, that 
it produced little apparent change in his external man- 
ners. Hia natural spirits were not ao much repressed 
as regulated, hia vivacity of temper was rather chas- 
tened than abated, by the predominant influence of re- 
ligion. There was nothing which appeared constrained. 
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or harsh, or aagumed in his deportment ; and thus 
his miniatry was rendered doubly useful, especially 
amongst the higher classes, with whom the simplicity 
and cheerfulness of his disposition, and the easy and 
undesigned disclosure of his fine talents and genuine 
piety, usually secured him a &.vourable reception and 
a candid attention. 

A few more extracts from his letters may illustrate 
thia part of his character better than any mere descrip- 
tion. It should be observed, that when he sat down, 
after the fetigue of parochial carea, to converse with 
his absent friends, he sought for a relaxation of mind, 
and usually gave full scope to that buoyant liveliness 
of temper for which he was remarkable : and thus, 
perhaps, those who were not acquainted with him can 
hardly estimate the intense anxiety and interest he 
felt upon subjects to which he sometimes appears to 
allude in a playfulness of spirit: besides, his nature 
BO much recoiled from anything like ostentation, that 
he Mldom entered into any detail of his laborious 
duties, or mentioned any such particulars of his mi' 
nistry (except in an incidental manner) as might sup- 
ply an adequate idea of his usefulness as a clergyman. 

The following letter was written upon his return to 
his parish, after a short visit to Dublin : — 



C. Cauljkid, Jar- 28th, 18111. 



" A man often derives a wonderful advantage from 
" a cold and fatiguing journey, after taking leave of 
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"hU fiiends; Tiz. he understands the comfort of loU- 
" ing quietly and alone by his fire-side, after his ar- 
" rival at his destination; a pleasure which would 
"have been totally lost if he had been transported 
" there without difficulty, and at once, from the re- 
"gion of friendship and society. Every situation 
"bon'owfl much of its character from that by which 
"it was immediately preceded. This would have 
" been all melancholy and solitude, if it had imme- 
" diately succeeded the glow of affectionate and lite- 
"lary conviviality; but when it follows the mmbling 
" of a coach, the rattling of a post-ehaiae, the shiver- 
" ing of a wintry night's journey, and the converaation 
" of people to whom you are almost totally indifferent, 
"it then becomes a comfort and repose. So I found 
"at my arrival at my own cottage on Saturday; my 
"fire-side, &ona contrast, became a kind of \eaer 
"friend, or at least a consolation for the lou of 
" friends. 

" Nothing could be more fortunate than the state 
" of things during my absence : there was no duty to 
"be performed: and of this I am the more sensible, 
" as I had scarcely arrived before I met a great sup- 
" ply of business, such as I should have been very 
" much concerned if it had occurred in my absence. 
" I have already seen enough of service to be again 
"fully naturalized. 1 am again the weather-beaten 
"curate: — I have trudged roads — forded bogs — 
" braved snow and rain — -become umpire between the 
" living — have counselled the sick — administered to 



THB KBV, 0, WOLFE, 



115 



" the dying — and to-morrow shall bury the dead, — 
" Here have I written three Bides without coming to 
" the matter in hand. * * « 

" Yours affectionately, 

<' C. W." 



" Although I have not received an answer to a 
" letter which I wrote to you, and the date of which 
" I have had time to foi^et, I am induced to write 
"again, and redouble my blow, partly in order to 
" Bhame you into an answer, and partly to employ 
" you to execute a commiesion for me in turn, 

" I attended Mr. , my predecesaor in the cure, 

"through some of the parish bugineas, and have not 
"yet recovered from my conatemation. — Oh ! I must 
" bid a long farewell to literature, and all the pleaaures 
" and associations which it carries along with it ! Do 
" not think that I repine, and Least of all at my duty 
" as a Christian and a clergyman ; but here is a pa- 
" lish large beyond all proportion, in which the curate, 
"who here does everything, will be unavoidably 
" called on every moment to act indirectly as a ma- 
"giatiate; and, as I must take a cottage and a few 
"acres of meadow, I shall have to encounter all the 
"horrors of house-keeping, and all the cares of an 
*' establishment. Considering all this, and the length 
" of time that even one visit, strictly professional, 



" would take up, from the extent of the parish, what 
" time shall I have for taking up even a book. of di- 
"vinity! But 'my hand is to the plough, and 

" I must not look baclt.'^ — At B , a small pariah, 

" where I have had little to do but what ig connected 
" immediately with my duty, I think I have got on 
" pretty well. I told you that I had been preceded 
" in that parish by an excellent man, and found them 
" far better informed than perhaps any pariah in our 
"part of the world, and prepared to be diegusted 
" with any auccessor. We agree however very well : 
" the pariah and I are on viaiting terms, and in the 
" habit of conversing on Cluistian topics ; and they 
" tell me that they wish for my continuance. I look 
" upon it as a providential circumstance, that I have 
"been first called to the performance of duty more 
"moderate and more purely apostolical, and was not 
"at once plunged into the parish, where it 
"and of a more mixed nature. 



"C.W." 

The next letter gives an account of his ramoval 
from his temporary poat, and of his final settlement in 
Castle Caulfield, the principal village of the parish of 
Donoughmore. It wa.s written after a visit to Dublin 
upon some parochial business. 
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JulyTlh, IBIG. 
?My DEAR , 

"It 18 probable that you have accounted for my 
" silence in the right way — by the trouble and con- 

"fuflion of Bhifting my quarters. I have left B 

"with sincere regret, and am now in the comfortable 
"predicament of having left one habitation without 
"having got into another, like Sheridan's Jew, who 
" renounced his religion for the purpose of inheriting 
"a legacy, but had too much eonscience immediately 
"to adopt any other, and is accordingly represented 
" ' as a dead wall between the church and the syna- 
"gogue.' 

" I had but a melancholy sort of a journey to Dun- 
"gannon, being, for the first half of the way, in per- 
" petual danger of falling asleep, and consequently of 
" felling off the top of the coach, from the fatigue of 
" the college election, and the mcessant patrolling 
"through Dublin the day after; and for the other 
" half, trundling on so vile a vehicle, over bo vile 
" s road, that twenty doses of laudanum could not 
"then have effected it. On leaving Dungannon for 
"thiB (my rector's house) I was met by the family, 

" who told me I was to do duty at B the next 

" day, and so I changed my direction and repaired 
" there, nothing loth ; and the next day mounted my 
"old pulpit, where I had begun to feel myself at 
"home, and received a most kind welcome from my 

S I was apprised that I was to stay no longer 



than the next Saturday, I made the beat of my 
time in taking leave of rny pariahionera ; and I 
' asaure you, it was a painful and a gratifying task, 
— although I had, a little before, gone through a 
' rehearsal in Dublin much more trying. I promised 
that I would go to see them again whenever I could 
escape from the parisli I was going to ; and my rich 
panBhioners declared that I must (as they term it) 
complete their conversion. I, of course, spent as 

much time as I could with Mr. M ! I parted 

with him on Saturday morning ; and the same day 
set out for this house, in rather a melancholy hu- 
mour, but with 3 peculiarly ludicrous equipage and 
attendance. One wa^on contained my whole for- 
tune and femily, (with the exception of a cow, 
which was driven along-side of the waggon,) and 
its contents were two laige trunks, a bed and its 
appendages ; and on the top of these, which were 
piled up so as to make a very commanding appear- 
ance. Bat a woman (my future house-keeper) and her 
three children, and by their side stood a calf of 
three weeks old, which has lately become an inmate 
in my family. 

" I am at present living in this house, where I am 
treated with the kindest hospitality; but expect 
in about a week to be established in my new abode, 

■ and to enter upon all the awful cares of a fiimily 

■ man. Indeed, I go down there every day, as it is, 
and give directions with as knowing an air as the 

' best manager among them, lest any should detect 
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" my ignorance. I preached last Sunday in thi< 
" church ; and whatever intercourBe has yet taken 
•'place between me and my parishioners, seems to 
"promise a good understanding between us. But I 
"want friends — friends — and give my most affection- 
"■to remembrance to all of them that you meet. 
" Yours, &c. 

"C.W." 



Gutle Caaljield, Oct 30lh, 1 
" MY PBAB , 

" I should have complied with your request soonM, 
" of writing to assure you that I was not offended at 
" your delay, if I did not conceive that you poaseaaed 
" a Tery comfortable degree of well-grounded asaurance 
" upon the point already. I had accounted for your 
" delay by imagining some of its causea, before I re- 
" ceived your chapter of accidents. However, do not 
" for the future conceal any disaster or miafortune 
" from me while it is in progress, nor wait until it is 
" brought to a close. It is a slovenly way of treating 
" a friend, only to invite him to rejoice in the victory, 
" without giving him a share in the perila through 
" which it is achieved. 

" I have had no such signal adventures to commu- 
" nicate. Alas! I have no disasters now to diversify 
" my life, not having many of those enjoyments which 
" render men obnoxious to them, except when my 
*■ foot sinks up to the ancle in a bog, as I am looking 



^ 
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« for a stray sheep. My life is now nearly made up 
" of visits to my parishioners, both sick and in health. 
" Notwithstanding, the pansh is so large, that I have 
" yet to form an acquaintance with a very focmidable 
" number of them. The parish and I have become 
" very good friends ; the congregation baa increased, 
" and the Presbyteriana sometimes pay me a visit. 
" There is a great number of Methodists in the part 
" of the parish surrounding the village, who are many 
" of them very worthy people, and among the most 
" regular attendants upon the church. With many 
" of my flock I live upon affectionate terms. There 
" is a fair proportion of religious men amongst them, 
" with a due allowance of profligates. None of them 
" rise BO high as the class of gentlemen, but there is a 
" good number of a very respectable description. I 
" am particularly attentive to tlie school : there, in 
" fact, I think most good can be done ; and, besides 
" the obvious advantages, it is a means of conciliating 
" all sects of Christians, by taking an interest in the 
" welfare of their children. 

• " Our Sunday-school ia very large, and is attended 
" by the Roman Catholics and Presbyterians ; the day 
" is never a Sabbath to me ; however, it is the kind of 
" labour that ia best repaid, for you always find that 
" some progress is made, some fruit soon produced j 
" whereas your labours, with the old and the adult 
" often fail of producing any effect, and, at the best, 
" it is in general latent and gradual. 

" Yours, &c. 
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ulU, C'lalfdd, April 27tli, IBl 9, 



• * • " My congregation is much in- 
" creased, and does not seem inclined to diminish ; 
" and there ie a degree of piety in Bome of the highest 
" orders of people in this county and the county 
" Armagh, and a degree of propriety in others, that 
" makes them alive to the conduct of clei^ymen, and 
" actiTe in their inquiries respecting thom. I never 
" Icnew before, that an humble curate (a word that 
" seems to imply the very essence of obscurity) was 
" BO much a public characler as I find he is, or should 
" be, in the North, where the number of Protestants 
" of different classes seems to have kept religion more 
" alive than in any other part, 

" An event in my parish that should not be 
" omitted, is the vestry. Some false and industrious 
" reports had been spread respecting the object that 

" and I had in view, in raising money for the 

" foundation of the school we had in contemplation j 
" and a great number of people came for the purpose 
" of voting against us. You, who know me, may 
*' judge of my anxiety at the prospect of having to 
" fight, where I came to preach peace and charity, and 
" my apprehension of falling out with Presbyterians, 
" whom I feel desirous of conciliating, and with whom 
*' I have been on the most friendly footing. At length 
" the day arrived, w/hv; / made a speech, clearing 
" away all misrepreBerttationB, and stating the exer- 
" tiong I had made. I was seconded very ably 
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id the consequence was a most cordial 
grant of 140^, with 'long life to 
you, Mr. Wolfe, and long may you reipn over ws /' 
The good feeling that reigned throughout the whole 
really made up one of the most gratifying scenes I 
have witnessed for a Long time. 

" Yours, &c. 

" C. W." 



The following letter gives an affecting account of 
the death of a valued friend, to whom he had lately 
become particularly attached, the Rev. Dr. Meredith, 
formerly a fellow of Trinity College, Dublin, and then 
rector of Ardtrea. He was esteemed one of the moat 
distinguished scholars in the university to which he 
belonged. His genius for mathematical acquirements 
especially, was universally allowed to he of the first 
order; and his qualifications as a public examiner and 
lecturer were bo eminent, as to render his early retire- 
ment from the duties of a fellowship a serious loss to 
the college. Of our author's talents he entertained the 
highest opinion; and his congeniality of disposition 
soon led him to appreciate fully the still higher quali* 
ties of his heart. 



Ciisae Co'olfeld, Mhj 4th, 1819. 
"MI DEAK , 

" I am just come from the house of mourning I 

" Last night I helped to lay poor M in his coffin, 

" and followed hira this morning to his grave. The 
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" viritation was truly awful. Last Tuesday (this 
" day week) he waa struck to the ground by a fit of 
" apoplexy, and from that moment until the hour of 
" hJB death, on Sunday evening, he never articulated. 
" I did not hear of his danger until Sunday evening, 
" and yesterday morning I ran ten miles, like a mad- 
" man, and was only in time to see his dead body. It 
" will be a cruel and bitter thought to me for many a 
" day, that I had not one farewell from him while he 

" was on the brmk of the world. Oh ! , one of 

" my heart-strings is broken I the only way I have of 
" describing my attachment to that man, is by telling 

" you, that next to you and D , he was the per- 

" son in whose society I took the greatest delight. A 
" visit to Ardtrea was often in prospect, to sust^n 
" me in many of my cheerless labours. My gems are 
" (ailing away ; but I do hope and trust it is because 

" ' God is making up his jewels.' Dr. M was a 

" man of a truly Christian temper of mind. We 
" used naturally to fall upon religious subjects ; and 
" I now revert, with peculiar gratification, to the 
" cordiality with which ' we took sweet counsel to- 
" gether' upon those topics. You know that he was 
" possessed of the first and most distinguishing cha- 
" racteriatic of a Christian disposition, humility. He 

** preached the Sunday before for , and the aer- 

" mon was unusually solemn and impressive, and in 
" the true spirit of the Gospel. Indeed, from several 
" drcumstances, he seems to have had some strange 
*' presentiments of what was to happen. His air and 
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" look some time before his dissolution had, as ■ 

" told me, an expression of the most awful and pro- 
*' found devotion. ■ • • 

" Yours, &e. 

" C. W." 

On his return after another visit to Dublin, he thus 
writes : — 



K 



CaslleCaii/feid,Jaii. 19lh. 1820, 

" Afl it was the irksomeness of making a long apo- 

■ logy at the beginning of my letter, that haa for the 

■ last week deterred me from writing to you, I beg 
' leave to remove the obstacle altogether, and proceed 
' to business, aithough you will find an apology in 
' the course of the entertainment. You may remem- 
' ber the blunder that was said to have been com-' 

■ mitted by a certain historian, who had related b 
' shipwreck that had taken place on the coaet of Bo* 
' hem-ia : do not, however, suspect me of the same 
' ignorance of geography, when I inform you, that in 
' my voyage from Dublin to Castle Caulfield, I wbb 
' shipwrecked on the coast of Monaghan : until then 
' I had always thought it an inland county; but to 
' my surprise, I found that half the country, between 
'this place and Ardee, was under water. The fact 
' is, a river had overflowed the road, so as to render 
' the bank undistinguishable, and the wheel ^ 
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" down ; another step would have upset us altogether 
" and in a few days you might have seen me in th 
" Newry paper. Afl it was, it cost me a raw hour 
" between three and four in the morning, before we 
" were able to weigh anchor again. 

"Well, I was indeed highly pleased that the iea- 
"ven had been working during my absence ; for 
" though I waa too late to go through the parish, and 
"give them a regular aummons, I found a greater 
" number of communicants, on Christmas-day, than 
" I think I had ever seen before in this church. Wby, 
" if I had stayed away another month, no one caa 
" calculate the improvement that might have been 
" effected by my absence. Another comfortable con- 
" sideratioTi ia, that there never was leaa duty to be 
"done in the parish than while I was away, and never 
" more than since I returned. The very day after 
" my return I was aummoued to see a Presbyterian, 
"and between them and my own people I have had 
"scarcely any rest ; and I assure you this has been 
" the cause of my tac'duTiiUij. I do not think I have 
"ever been so free from evei 
" cough, as since I returned. 
"and comfortables ! and a long life to those who be- 
" stow them, ('a long life — even for ever ! ') 

" My school, as I had anticipated, has declined 
" during the severity of the winter ; but I expect it 
"to revive with the spring, according to the course 
'■' of nature. However, 1 have some fears that the 



1 the affectation of a 
Long life to flannels 



" Pope's letter will prove a frost — a killing ftost. I 
" should not be very much surprised to find it a 
" forgery. 

" Youra, &c. 

"C. W." 

The sphere of duty In which Mr. W. was engaged 
was extensive and laboriouB. A large portion of the 
pariah was situated in a wild hilly country, abound- 
ing in bogs and trackless wastes ; and the population 
was so scattered, that it was a work of no ordinary 
difficulty to keep up that intercourse with hia flock, 
upon which the success of a Christian minister bo 
much depends. When lie entered upon his work, he 
found the church rather thinly attended ; but in a 
short time the effeela of his constant zeal, hia im- 
pressive style of preaching, and his daily and affec- 
tionate converse with hia parishioners, were visible in 
the crowded and attentive congregations which began 
to gather round him. 

The number of those who soon became regular at- 
tendants at the holy communion, waa go great, as to 
exceed the whole ordinary congregation at the com- 
mencement of his ministry. 

Amongst his constant hearers were many of the 
Presbyterians, who seenned much attracted by the 
earnestness of his devotion in reading the Liturgy — 
the energy of hia appeals, and the general simplicity 
of hia life; and such was the respect they began to 
il tawarda him, that they freg^uently sent for him to 
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administer spiritual comfort and support to them in 
the trying hour of sickness, and at the approach of 
death, 

A large portion of the Protestants in his parish 
were of that denomination ; and no small number 
were of the class of Wesleyan Methodiats. Though 
differing on many points from those two bodies of 
Christians, he however maintained with them the 
moat friendly intercourse, and entered familiarly into 
discussion on the subjects upon which they were at 
issue with him. 

There was nothing in the course of his duties as a 
clergyman (aa he himself declared) which he found 
more difficult and trying at first, than how to discover 
and pursue the best mode of dealing with the nu- 
merous conscientious Dissentcra in his parish, and 
especially with the Wesleyan Methodiats, who claim 
connexion with the Church of England. While he 
lamented their errors, he revered their piety ; and at 
length succeeded beyond his hopes ia softening their 
prejudices and conciliating their goodwill. This he 
effected by taking care, in his visits amongst them, to 
dwell particularly upon the grand and vital truths in 
which he mainly agreed with them, and, above all, 
by a patience of contradiction (yet without a surrender 
or compromise of opinion) on the points upon which 
they differed. It is a curious fact, that some of the 
Methodists, on a few occasions, sought to put his 
Christian character to the test by pui-posely using 
harsh and humihating expressions towards him in 



th«T conTenationB upon, the nature of religion. This 
strange mode of inquisition he waa enabled to bear 
with the meelmeBB of a child; and Bomeofthem after- 
vrarda aBsured him, that they considered the temper 
with which Buch a. trial is endured as, a leading crite- 
rion of true conversion, end were happy to find in him 
80 unequivocal a proof of a. regenerate spirit. 

They soon learned to value hil instructions as a 
Christian ministeT, though conveyed in a manner dif- 
ferent from what they usually heard, and diverted of 
peculiarities which thej habitually asBociated with 
the very essence of the Gospel. He says himself — 
■ I am here between Methodists and Calviniats (or 
Presbyterians), and I have preached to both in the 
church, and conversed with both in the cottage ; and 
I have been sometimes amused to observe the awk- 
ward surprise with which they have heard me insist 
upon the great doctrines, without bringing in their 
own peculiar tenets, or using their own technical 
cant — the surprise with wliich they found that it 
was the Gospel, and yet that it was not Calvinism 
or Methodism." 

From some hasty nctes which he took domi it 
appears that he sometimes entered into discussion 
with them on those views by which they seemed, to 
him, to confine the process of divine grace in the oon- 
version of sinners within limits unauthorized by Scrip- 
ture. The following brief remarks (amongst others) 
show the sobriety of thought with which he entered 
into the consideration of such subjects. 
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" All ayBtem-makera cramp and encumber religion, 
by telling you, that the mind of a sinner always pro- 
ceeds through certain stages — of oonTiction, repent- 
ance, faith, justification, &c. The mind when con- 
verted will indeed have the scime senae of the nature 
of sin, of human corruption, of the want of a Re- 
deemer, Sec. The end arrived at is the same ; but the 
ways of arriving at it are variotia, according to the 
variety of dispositions upon which it has to act. Thus, 
upon a profligate, a drunkarii, an extortioner, and 
upon a man of liberal, generous, independent princi- 
ples, I am sure the ways of acting are very diiferent. 
Compare all the different instances of conversion in 
Scripture, the jailor, Lydia, Cornelius, the thief, &c. — 
But the Methodists adopt a class of converts, and de- 
duce a general rule for their particular case ; whereas, 
there seems to be no general rule in Scripture. This 
is prescribing laws to God's Holy Spirit. He seems to 
have various ways of effecting a sinner's conversion, 
and of adapting himself to different dispositions : so 
that the method of a Methodist appeatrs unfounded, in 
OBB^ing a certain process." 

It is no weak proof of the Christian spirit, to be 
able to recognize the loveliness and sublimity of true 
piety in the lowliest or most forbidding fonns ; to 
discern its excellence, though dwarfed by intellectual 
littleness, or degraded by the nnean garb of ignorance ; 
to revere it, even when surrounded by the most lu- 
scious accompaniments. It is, on the contrary, an 



index of Bpiritual dulness, perhaps of mental inca- 
pacity, to undervalue or despise any fonn of sound 
religion, merely on account of such disadvantageous 
associations. But oui author held the great truths 
of Christianity ao close to bia heart, that nothing could 
intervene to cloud their beauty ; his spiritual taste 
and perspicacity was such, that it qutclcly descried, 
and (as by a magnetic attraction) embraced a kindred 
spirit, in whatever guise it appeared. It could sepa- 
rate the dross; it could detach the grosser elements; 
and delighted to look forward to that happy time when 
the spirit of genuine religion, however depressed by 
the meanness of the subject in which it happens to 
dwell, or disfigured by the unhappy combinations 
with which, here on earth, it may be attended, will 
assuredly shine forth in all its radiant purity and na- 
tive grandeur. 

The success of a Christian pastor depends almost 
as much on the manner as the matter of his instruc- 
tion. In this respect Mr. W, was peculiarly happy, 
especially with the lower classes of the people, who 
were much engaged by the affectionate cordiality, and 
the simple earnestness of Ids deportment towards 
them. In his conversations with the plain farmer or 
humble labourer, he usually laid his hands upon their 
shoulder, or caught them by the arm ; and while he 
was insinuating Ins arguments, or enforcing his appeals 
with all the variety of simple illustrations which a 
proUfic fancy could supply, he fastened an anxious 
eye upon the countenance of the person he was ad< 
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dreHBrng, as if eagerly awaiting Borae gleam of intelli- 
gence, to show that he was understood and felt. 

The solemnity, the tendemeaB, the enei^ of his 
manner, could not fail to impress upon their minds, at 
least, that his zeal for their souls was disinterested 
and sincere. 

The Etate of gross demoralization in which a large 
portion of the lower classes in his parish was sunk, 
rendered it necessary for htm sometimes to adopt a 
style of preaching not the most consonant to his own 
feelings. Hia natural turn of mind would have led 
him to dwell moat upon the loftier motives, the more 
tender appeals, the gentler topics of persuasion with 
which the Gospel abounds ; but the dull and stubborn 
natures which he had to encounter, frequently required 
" the terrors of the Lord " to be placed before them ; 
the vices he had to overthrow called for the strongest 
weapon he could wield. He often, indeed, sought to 
win such soula unto Christ by the attractive beauties 
and the benign spirit of the Gospel ; but, alas ! 



Amongst the people whom he had to address he found 
drunkenness and impurity, and their base kindred 
vices, lamentably prevalent ; and therefore he felt it 
necessary to stigmatise such practices in the plainest 
terms : he could not find approach to minda of so 
coarse an order, without frequently arraying against 
them the moat awful denunciations of Divine Justice. 
He seldom had lua sermons fully written out and 




prepared for delivery ; yet this arose not from any 
dearth of mental resources, much less from confidence 
or neglect. It arose from an intense feeling of the 
awful reaponEibility of the duty. His mind was not 
only impressed, but i^tated, by the sense that he 
was " as a dying man speaking to dying men : " and 
the solicitude lie felt as to the choice of his subject, 
the topics best suited to his purpose, the most lively 
and practical manner in which they might be pre- 
sented, was the real cause which usually delayed his 
full preparation. He knew the vast importance of 
that brief space of time during which a minister is 
pennitted to address his flock ; and he was fearful lest 
an idle or unprofitable word should escape his lips, or 
ieat those moments which are so pregnant with the 
concerns of eternity siiould be squandered away in 
vague harangue or barren discussion. He was never 
satisfied with first thoughts ; he revolved them over 
and over, with the hope that others more auitable, 
more striking, more perspicuous, might present them- 
selves to his mind ; and thus he had seldom more 
than half his sermon committed to paper when the 
time arrived for its delivery. However, Hs mind was 
BO fully impregnated with his subject, and hia com- 
mand of language so prompt, that he never was at a 
loss to complete in the pulpit what be had left un- 
finished at his desk,* 

* This appearance of en teraporaneons preachiBg brought Tiim 
into mucb favour with the goad Preahyteriajis mid Molhoditl^ 
who flocked to hear him. Some of them were indeed wi plaued 
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He had no temptation to a vain display of argu- 
mentative skill, or rhetorical accomplishments, or the 
mere graces of composition, in presence of the con- 
gregation he had to address ; and indeed he had at- 
tained such an elevation of mind and pmity of heart, 
as to Etand above the reach of such a snare in any si- 
tuation. He did not despise such things ; he could 
appreciate their value, and Kiake them tributary to 
the single object of his ministry. He seemed fully 
aensible of the advantage and necessity of a chaste 
embellishment of style, such as is recommended by 
Augustine, who says, that a sermon is peifect in this 
respect, when " nee inomata relinquitur, nee indecen- 
ter omatur." He availed himself also of the powers 
of a poetic and vivid imagination, not so much to 
adorn or beautify, as to illustrate and enforce his sub- 
ject ; to gain entrance into the understanding, and 
take the passions by surprise. 

During the year tlmt the typhus fever raged most 
violently in the north of Ireland, Wb neighbourhood 
WB8 much afflicted with the disease ; and thus the 
important duty of visiting the sick (which to him was 
always a work of most anxious solicitude) was vastly 
increased ; and he accordingly applied himself with 
indefetigable zeal in every q\iarter of his extensive 
parish, in administenng temporal and spiritual aid to 
Ida poor flock. In the discharge of such duties he ex- 
posed himself to frequent colds ; and his disregard of 

with Mi manner, ai lo Bay, " he Hould olmaal do Tor a mardng 
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all precaution, and of the ordinary comforts of life to 
which he had been accuBtomed, BOon, unhappily, con- 
firmed a consumptive tendency in his constitution, of 
which aome symptoms appeared when in college. Hia 
frame was robust, anal his general health usually 
strong: but an habitual cough, of which he himself 
seemed almost unconscious, often excited the appre- 
hensions of his friends ; and at length, in the spring 
of ISai, the complaint of which it seemed the fore- 
rminer began to make manifest inroads upon his con- 
stitution. No arguments, however, could for a long 
time dissuade him from his usual work. So little did 
he himself regard the fatal symptoms, that he could 
not be prevailed upon to relax his parochial labours. 
At length, however, hie altered looks and other unfa- 
vourable symptoms appeared so alarming, that some 
of hia most respectable parishioners wrote to his friends 
in Dublin to urge them to use then: influence in per- 
suading him to retire for awhile from his arduous 
duties, and to have the best medical advice for him 
without fuzther delay. But such was the anxiety he 
felt for his parish, and so little conscious did he seem 
of the declining state of his health, that no entreaties 
could avail. 

The repeated accounts of his sinking health at lost 
impelled the friend who now feebly attempts this 
humble record of his worth, to set off at once to visit 
him, and to use all liia influence to induce him to 
submit to what appeared so plainly the will of Pro- 
vidence, and to suspend his labours until his strength 
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should be sufficiently recruited to reaume them with 
renewed vigour. In the meantime (about the middle I 
of May 1821) he had been hurried off to Scotland by 
the importunate intreaties of a kind and respected 
brother-clergyman in his neighbourhood, in order to 
consult a physician celebrated for his skill in such 
cases. On his way to Edinburgh lie happened to fail 
in with a deputation from the Irish Tract-society, 
tdio were going to that city to hold a meeting for the 
promotion of their important objects. Notwithstand- 
ing the languor of his frame, and the irritation of a 
harassing cough, he was prevailed upon to exert his 
eloquence in this interesting cause. Jn some of the 
speeches made upon that occasion he thought that the 
dark side of the character of his countrymen had been 
strongly exhibited, while the brighter part was almost 
«ntiiely kept out of view. With characteristic feel- 
ing, he stood up to present the whole image, with all 
its beauties as well as its defects. 

His address was taken down in short-hand, and 
submitted to him for a hurried correction as he wa« 
stepping into his carriage. The following outline 
■which was preserved may appear worth insertion. 



speech before a meeting of the irish 

tract-society, edinburgh, may 1821. 

Sib, 

I have not the vanity to imagine that the words of | 

an obscure individual, who is a total stranger to at- 1 

most all those whom he addresses, and, except within 
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a few dayS) a stranger to the country ivhich they 
inhabit, could produce any conBiderable effect in ex- 
citing you to the performance of your duty, or in 
recommending the object which you are assembled to 
promote. 

I only rise to express my thanks on the part of 
that country which I should find it impossible to love 
and value as I oughtj without also regarding with 
affection that country which has proved itself her bene- 
lactor. I confess that ] perform this office with shame 
and mortification ; I should have wished to have seen 
my country standing forth in the proud character of 
a benefactresB, and talting her rank amongst those 
whose privilege it is " to give gifts unto men," instead 
of appearing in the attitude of a auppliant, with a pe- 
tition in her hand, Ferhapa it is right that these 
proud fbelingE should be humbled ; perhaps the two 
countries thus occupy that relative situation which 
they are best qualified to fill ; — perhaps Scotland is 
farmed to yield assistance ; but assuredly there is in 
Ireland all the heart to return it. The Irish cha- 
racter seems to possess a greater capability either of 
good or of evil than that of any other nation upon the 
face of the globe. There is a quickness of inteUect, a 
vivacity of fancy, a reatlesaness of curiosity, and a 
warmth of heart, that can be turned either to the very 
best or the very worst of purposes, and form the ele- 
ments either of the most exalted or the most degraded 
of rational beings. They in some degree resemble in 
their effects the power and versatility of fire, that 
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sometimes bursts fiom the vokano, and overflows and 
desolates the whole scene by which it is surrounded; 
that is sometimes applied by the incendiary to the 
house where the family are sleeping at midnight^ and 
consunnes them in their beds : or can be turned by 
powerful and complicated machinery to the service of 
man ; that can be made to rise in incense before the 
throne of God in heaven. And thus also these ele- 
ments, when either left to themselves, or perverted 
by designing and wicked men, can form the most 
atrocious character that ever moved upon the face of 
the earth ; but if the light of the Gospel of Jesus 
Christ shines in upon them, they compose the most 
illustrious specimen of an exalted and truly spiritual 
Christian that perhaps we shall here be permitted to 
behold. This is not mere theory and fond speculation: 
we have proofs of both. Alas ! for the first we have 
only to appeal to the melancholy statements of de- 
pravity which you have just heard ; and for the se- 
cond, we have only to appeal to the state of religion 
in Ireland at this instant ; for, sir, in Ireland " the 
winter is past, and the spring is begun ; " and there is, 
in the religious aspect of the country, an appearance 
of growth, a promise and anticipation almost more de- 
lightfiil than the fulfilment. There is a spiritual glow 
throughout the land ; and when the power of religious 
truth acts upon a warm and generous heart, and sends 
all its energy in one direction, it produces a beautiful 
speunien of living and devoted Christianity ; and we 
are spared in Ireland, probably more than in any 
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other country, that most tremendous of all moral 
apectaclea, more tremendous than even the debauchee 
plunging into sensuality — the spectacle of a, man with 
the light of the Gospel in hia head, without its warmth 
in his heart. From thia view of the Iriah character, 
it is obvious that they require both unceasing atten- 
tion, and the greatest delicacy in the treatment. Such 
a people must have constant food for the mind, food 
for the fancy, food for the affections : if it is not given, 
they will find it for themselves ; and therefore both 
great liberality and great judgment are necessary in 
Bupplying it. I can testify, from actual observation, 
to the insatiable avidity with which tracts are sought, 
and the deep interest which is excited in those who 
peruse them. We trust, then, the good work wiU go 
on, and that Scotland will rejoice to see the sun of 
Ireland arise ; and, though it may not be given to 
this generation to behold it, yet our posterity will see 
the day, when Ireland shall rise from the posture of 
a suppUant, and take her station by the side of Scot- 
land. 



On his return from Scotland, the writer met him at 
B friend's house within a few miles of his own re- 
sidence ; and, on the following Sunday, accompanied 
him through the principal part of his parish to the 
church ; and never can he forget the scene he wit- 
nessed as they drove together along the road, and 
through the village. It must give a more lively idea 
of his character and conduct as a parish clergyman 
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than any laboured delineatian, or than a. mere detail j 
of particular facta. As he quickly passed by, all tha 
poor people and children ran out to their cabin-doors 
to welcome him, with looks and expressions of the 
most ardent afTection, and with all that wild devotion 
of gratitude bo characteristic of the Irish peasantry. 
Many fell upon their knees invoking blesshigs upon 
him ; and long after they were out of hearing, they 
remained in the same attitude, showing by their ges- 
tures that they were still offering up prayers for him; 
and aome even followed the carriage a long distance, 
making the most anxious inquiries about his health. 
He was sensibly moved by this manifestation of feel- 
ing, and met it with all that heartiness of expression, 
and that affectionate simplicity of manner, which 
made him as much an object of love, as his exalted 
■virtues rendered him an object of respect. The inti- 
mate knowledge he seemed to have acquired of all 
their domestic histories, appeared from the short but 
ngnificant ini^uiries he made of each individual as he 
was hurried along ; while, at the same time, he gave 
& rapid sketch of the particular characters of several 
who presented themselvea — pointing to one with a sigli, 
and to another with looks of fond congratulation. It 
was, indeed, impossible to behold a scene like this 
(which con scarcely be described) without the deepest 
but most pleasing emotions. It seemed to realise the 
often imagined picture of a primitive minister of the 
Gospel of Christ, living in the hearts of his flock, 
" willing to spend, and to be spent upon them," and 




enjoying the happy interchange of mutual affection. 
It clearly showed the kind of intereouTBe that habitu- 
ally existed between him and his parishioners ; and 
afforded a pleasing proof, that a faithful and firm dis- 
charge of duty, when accompanied by kindly sympa- 
thies and gracious mannera, can searcelj fail to gain 
the hearts of the humbler ranks of the people. 

It can scarcely be a matter of surprise that he should 
feel much reluctance in leaving a station where his 
ministry appeared to be so useful and acceptable ; and 
accordingly, though peremptorily required by the phy- 
sician he had just consulted, to retire Ibr some time 
from all clerical duties, it was with difficulty he could 
be dislodged from his post, and forced away to Dublin, 
where most of his friends resided. 

It was hoped that timely relaxation from duty, 
and a change in his mode of living to what he had 
been originally accustomed to, and suitable to the pre- 
sent delicate state of his health, might avert the &tal 
disease with which he was threatened. The habits 
of his life, while he resided on his cure, were in every 
respect calculated to confirm his constitutional ten- 
dency to consumption. He seldom thought of pro- 
viding a regular meal ; and his humble cottage exhi- 
bited every appearance of tlie neglect of the ordinary 
comforts of life. A few straggling rush-bottomed 
chairs, piled up with liis books, a small rickety table 
before the fire-place, covered with parish memoranda, 
and two trunks containing all his papers — serving at 
the same time to cover the broken parts of the floor, 
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^-constituted all the furniture of hia sitting-room. 
Tlie mouldy walls of the closet in which he slept were 
haogjng with loose folds of damp paper ; and between 
this wretched cell and hia parlour was the kitchen, 
which was occupied by the disbanded soldier, hia 
wife, and their numerous brood of children, who had 
tnigrated with him from his first quarters, and seemed 
now in full possession of the whole concern, entertain- 
ing hira merely as a lodger, and usurping the entire 
disposal of his small plot of ground, as the absolute 
lords of the soil. 

After he left this comfortless home, he resigned 
himself entirely to the disposal of his family. Though 
his malady seemed to increas«, and his frame to be- 
come more emaciated, still his natural spirits and 
mental elasticity continued unimpaired, — eo much so, 
that he continued to preach occasionally in Dublin 
with his usual energy, until the friendly physician te 
whom he had now submitted his case absolutely for- 
bade all present exercise of clerical duties. 

Hia anxiety about the provision for his duties in 
his parish, seemed for a long time materially to 
interrupt every enjoyment which might tend to his 
recovery. Indeed, hia feelings were ao alive to the 
subject, that he could scarcely be satisfied with any 
arrangement which hia kind clerical friends could 
make for him, under conviction that no occasional 
deputy can fully fill the place of the regular mi- 
nister of the parish ; and, unliappily, the advanced 
age and infirmities of hU rector rendered any ei 




ttona on hie part 
for himself. 

Oui/iH, Maj 28th, 1821, 

" I did not wish to write until sometliing decisive 
" had oceured ; and at length the die is cast : Doctor 

" has, in fact, stripped me of my gown. You 

" may conceive me obstinate, when I confess that 
even his opinion has not yet, in my mind, justified 
the alarm of my friends, or convinced me of my 
danger; hut, however, it has done what is more es- 
sential and more satisfactory ; it haa shown me the 
course which Providence directs me to take, and 
this is the only question for me to decide ; the rest 

■ is in better hands. The dread I felt of choosing for 
' myself, instead of running the race that is set before 
me, is removed ; and I now feel myself obliged to 
resign, at least for a season, the trust which was re- 
posed in me. What the ultimate event may he, 

■ and whether I shall ever be again permitted to ex- 
ercise my ministry in Caatle Cauliield, I cannot 
foresee ; and although I am thus replaced amongst 
my oldest friends, and where natural inclination 
would lead me, I cannot but look with the liveliest 
regret at the possibility of never returning to a 
pariah to which I was bound, for three years, by 
the most solemn ties, and to a family in which I 
have experienced the most unwearied kindness and 
affection. I do not conceal from you the great 
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" anxiety I feel that my successor, whether he is to 
" be temporary or permanent, may be an active, 
" Bpiritual minister. I do not know indeed that any 
" rarcumatanee would give me more pain than that 
"my poor flock ehould fall into the hands of a care- 
" leas, worldly-minded pastor. 



" You 



:, &c. 



"C.W." 



" Although I have nothing conclusive to relate, I 
"feel as if, in this state of uncertainty, my silence 
"would look like neglect. Having failed in my at- 
"temptB to procure a temporary substitute, and being 
"absolutely withheld by my fiiends from returning, 
"I at lengtii came to the resolution of resigning the 
" trust reposed in me. However painful it miglit be 
" to ray feelings, I could no longer reconcile it to my- 
"self to leave the parish in such a state of disorder 
" and confusion. I know that wherever there is not 
"a miniater resident in the parish, everything is at 
"sttand; the sick and the schools are not attended 
"to, and those that are in health are 'left to walk 
"in their own ways.' I could not divest myself of a 
" MDM of responsibility for all these consequences. 

"Actuated by all these motives, 1 waited upon the 
" Primatei and tendered my resignation. He hesi- 
"ttied to accept it, and ui^ed me to continue my 



" Bearch for a substitute. • ■ • Ab soon &b any- 
" thing is detennined on, I shall let you know. 
" Yours, &c. 

"C.W." 



BlatAhaO, Jane 24th, 1821. 

* *■' If I had known, at the com- 

t of this business, that matters would 
" have continued so long in a state of uncertainty, 
"I would have returned to my post at all hazards. 
"I felt so much distress, not only at the deserted 
" state of my parish, but also at the trouble and em- 
*' barrassment that I have occasioned to my friends, 
" that I made three attempts to resign, in which I 
"failed. A very little thing would make me break 
"jail, for I feel myself strong enough for such an un- 
" dertaJdng ; but I am not allowed to have an opinion 
" upon this subject : therefore it is tliat I generally 
" say tittle about it in my letters. When any of my 
" poor people inquire for me, you may tell them that 
" nothing would injure my health more than to hear 
" that my flock was scattered. I am very happy to 
" hear so favourable an account of the parish, and 
" Sunday-school ; for the latter of which, I know to 
" whom I am principally indebted. 

" I do indeed lament that 1 am not at hand when 
" you fancy I could minister consolation ; but I know, 
" by experience, that God often removes from us every 
" earthly support, in order to draw us nearer to him- 
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" self, and to prevent ub from trusting to the creature 
"rather than the Creator; and he sometimes puta 
"'lover and friend far from iig, and removes our ac- 
" quaintance out of sight,' in order that he may break 
" through all diBguises, and reveal himself as our all- 
" iu^ckiU Friend, Give my blessing and my most 

" affectionate regards to Mrs. ; remember me to 

" each and ali at Mr, 'a. 

" Yours, &c. 

"C.w." I 

Blaci nock, June 13tli, 1821. 

" I regret very much, that although you have been 
"a considerable time in the neighbourhood of Castle 
" Caulfield, I am able to address you only by letter. 
" I assure you it was fully my intention to have re- 
" turned your visit ; but the duties of an extensive 
" parish, which I had not been able to reduce into 
" any kind of system, and which were rendered more 
"laborious by the want of a horse, repeatedly pre- 
" vented me from fulfilling it. Indeed, the occasion 
*' of the present letter is in some degree a proof. The 
"irregularity of my movements in my parish produced 
"a degree of inattention to my health, and gave rise 
" to some symptoms of an attack upon my lungs, 
" which have alarmed my friends, and induced them 
"to take me altogether out of my own hands, and 
" place me under the jurisdiction of a physician, who 
" has actually stripped me of my gown, and interdipt- 




" ed me, under pain of a. consumption, from the per- 
" forraance of any clerical duty for a very conBiderable 
"time. I have made several unavailing attempts to 
" procure a temporary substitute ; and being unwilling 
" to leave my poor flock any longer without a shep- 
" herd, I waited upon the Primate, and tendered my 
" resignation, but he hesitated to accept it. 

"My chief object is to provide an active and zea- 
"lous minister for a parish in whose spiritual welfare 
" I cannot cease to feel a lively interest, 

" Yours, &c. 

" C. W." 



« • • 11 'With respect to catechising the child- 
ren, there is a lamentable deficiency, arising from 
a difficulty that I found it more easy to discover 
than to remove. In a very large parish, particular- 
ly where they are not collected in any considerable 
numbers in a town, it is impossible that any one 
day or any one place will suffice. My desire of 
devising a method that would fully meet tiie want, 
and which I trusted would suggest itself upon a 
closer acquaintance with the parish, induced me to 
delay the adoption of some that might have been of 
partial service : and the wish of effecting more than 
perhaps could be done, prevented me from doing all 
that might have been done ; so that even on Sun- 
days I did not make the catechising as distinct from 
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"the business of the Sunday-school aa I ought. 
" shall he very happy, if I am ever to succeed y 
" to follow any plan of improvement that you may | 
" introduce. • • • • 

'* I have been occupied and agitated by preparations 
" for my departure for the Continent, and inquiries 
" as to the best destination for invalids, which have 
" not yet been aatisfactoriiy answered ; these and my 
" removal to town, where I have become the victim 
" of leeches and blisters, hav-e prevented me from un- 
" dettaking an answer to your letter, which could not 
" be done extempore, as I fear you will perceive by 
" the length of this epistle. 

" Yours, Sic, 

"C.W." 



For some months after his removal from his pariah, 
his health appeared to fluctuate, as is sometimes the ; 
case at the commencement of such complaints as I 
and it was considered necessary, towards the approach 
of winter, that he should go to the South of FrancSj i 
as the most probable rneans of averting from him the 
threatened malady. In his attempt to reach Bour- 
deaux, he was twice driven back to Holyhead by 
violent and adverse gales, and suffered so much from 
the effects, that it was deemed prudent to abandon 
the plan, and settle near Eseter during the winter and 
ensuing spring. From this place his next letters aie^ 
written. 




' Welcome 

nd parting when 



* I feel as if we had a 
last exchanged letters ; and 
that we once more renew a correspondence, 
it looks like a meeting after a long aeparation. But 
you may be assured that neither you nor yours 
were forgotten by me at those times when I knew 
you would most wish to be remembered: those eea- 
sons at which, 1 trust, I am remembered by you all. 
I will not trouble you with all the tedious reasons for 
my silence; the silence itself was tedious enough. 
Suffice it to say that a man may be very idle, and 
have no leisure, especially no leisure of mind; and 
that a man's time may be ii 
occupied, and yet not his ow 
of the length of time it taki 
set me a-going for the day ; 
toilette of an invalid is as long and a 
as that of a duchess, — and perhaps the whole day 
often spent with little more profit. It will be suffi- 
cient to tell you, that J can scarcely make out an 
hour and a half a day for actual study. * • 

" Youra, &e. 

"CW." 

" The rfmainder of the above was upon the subject of an 
offer, which had just been made to him, of the cutBcj of Ap- 
iDBgh; a pMt of great importance and responsibility, with regard 
ta which proposal ho felt thi? most anxious embocraumeDt. — 
Eorraa. 



1. I will not tell you 
B to wind me up and 
; but I find that the 
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Exeter, April 2nd, 1 B22. 
f DEAR MRS. , 

" If I had written to you as often as I intended it, 
aince I left Ireland, you would hsTe been tiy this 
time weary of my correapondence. Often and often 
I have reproached myself, for leaving eome of my 
best and kindest friends the least room for suspect- 
ing me to be guilty of foi^etfiJness or indifference ; 
but you have witnessed so much of those fatal 
habits of delay and procrastination, by which I am 
pre-eminently distinguished, that you are not at a 
loaa to assign a cause for my silence, mthout being 
reduced to the necessity of accusing me of coldness 
and ingratitude. Indeed, from having observed my 
sad de6ciency in corresponding with the nearest 
members of my own family, you may well say, 
' Well ! after all, sure he has treated me as his 
sister.' • • « » 
" You have heard of course from of our re- 
peated attempts to reach Bourdeaux, and our re- 
peated disappointments, having been twice driven 
back to Holyhead. There we lived for a month in 
a state of anxious uncertainty, not knowing each 
day what was to be our destination on the morrow ; 
and when at length we arrived at this place, I re- 
laxed into a state of lassitude and debility, and my 
cough grew worse ; however, with the blessing of 
God, 1 think my cough considerably reduced, and 
my strength, in some degree, returning. Whatever 
good effect has been produced, I may attribute, 



4 



" under the Father of all mercies, to the friends whom 
" I trust I may say He liaa provided for me. Of the 
" unwearied and devoted affection of my Bisters, who 
"accompanied me, I shall aay nothing; but the 
" Christian friends tliat I have fomid, where I ex- 

ed to meet none but strangers, I should feel 
" myself almost guilty of ingratitude, if I did not 
" mention. 

" I am now vvriting under the roof of a fellow- 
" countryman, a brother Christian and a brother in 

ministry, who has become an excellent phy- 

,n by sad and constant experience in his own 
" person, and who has taken me altogether under his 

. care, and who does not allow me to move, 

" speak, WTite, or think, except by special permission ; 

ind this, by the by, is the reason that this letter 

Mmes limping so slowly after its predecessor, which 

" I trust has long since reached you. Under the 

" care of this kind physician and truly exalted Chris- 

, in whose family I am almost domesticated, I 
" think I find my strength returning, — But I must 

3 to a subject far less agreeable than this, — to 
" the curacy of Armagh. I suppose you have been 

" already informed by that it was offered me 

' by Lord L , and that, after much liesitation 

" and anxiety, I accepted it. It cannot be necessary 
" to tell you that it was altogether unsolicited ; in- 

i, so much so, that I was equally surprised and 
" dismayed by the offer. I shrunk from it almost in- 
" Btinctively, when I considered not only the awful 
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" reBponsibilitj of the office itself, but the numerous 
" appendages attached to it, the chaplaincy of the gar- 
'' rison, the chaplaincy and inspectorship of the jail, 
" and the superintendence of several charitable inati- 
" tutions. It is indeed one of the very last aituations 
" I should choose if I conBiUted either my own ease or 
" emolument. 

" ' Who is sufficient for these things V — It was the 
" very answer to this question that made me hesitate 
" to refuse; for no man is sufficient for these things, 
" and yet some one must undertake them ; and I 
" feared that I should be guilty of distrusting Him 
" whose ' strength is made perfect in weakness," and 
" of consulting my own ease and convenience in pre- 
" ference to His aerviee, if I declined it. I therefore 
" conceived it best to reply that I was willing to un- 
" dertake it ; but could not possibly name any period 
" within which I could engage to enter upon it in 
" person ; nor could I make any exertion to obtain a 
" substitute, I was informed in answer, that the 
" Primate had approved of my nomination, and that 
" every exertion would be made to obtain a subati- 
" tute ; which however is found to be more difficult 
" than was imagined, both on account of the weight of 
" duty, and the indefinite period for which he would 
" be required. If permitted to decide for myself, I 
" would have engaged to return before June; but my 
" friends, both old and new, who have taken me al- 
" together out of my own hands, and who have me 
" completely in their power, will not allow me to 
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" name any time for returning to my duties. My 

" dear Mrs. , I feel it a great relief to think that 

" I am writing to one who can fully enter into my 
" feelings and motiveB ; and that, in relating my 
" views and conduct in this bugineaa, I am in no 
" danger of being misunderetood ; and surely you 
" cannot hut enter into my feelings when I convey 
" through you to Mr. - ■ — the resignation of the 
" curacy of Donoughmor-e. Indeed, if you do not 
" give me credit for them, I am afraid it would be 
" hopele&g to attempt to express them. Will you 
" allow me to intrust you with my farewell to all my 

" frienda, both at M and in the pariah 1 Assure 

" Mr. and Mrs. that I shall never forget the 

" kindness and hospitality I have enjoyed under their 

" roof; and give my kindest remembrance to , 

" and my solemn bleasing to all those of ray flock to 
" whom you think it will be of any value ; but how 

" shall I Bay farewell to you and Mrs. , who 

" have indeed treated me as a brother and a aon ? I 
" can only commend you to One who has said that 
" ' whoso doeth the will of his Father, the same is 
"his brother, and sister, and mother;' the great 
" Shepherd of the sheep, "who, unlike other shepherds, 
" will never leave or forsake them. It is painful to 
" hear that many have vrandered from the fold; but 



" there are s 






[ trust, 
" the glory and love of Christ, 
" their confidence unto the end. I hope, if I i 



1 and ielt 
and will hold fast 



" indeed e 
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r settled in Armagh, to eee you face to 

" Yours, &c. 

" C. W." 



Oswerfij, May -JBnd, 1B22. 
" MY BBAK MRS. , 

" We are thus far on our way to poor Ireland, for 
" better for worse ; and we propose to rest here for a 
" few days, with our ftienda who have accompanied 
" US. My strength is, I trust, considerably improved ; 
" but my cough not considerably abated. 

" I hope soon to ascertain when I shall be able to 
" return to active duty. So much for myself! — but 
" how tremendous was the Primate's death I what a 
" thunderstroke ! the thing itself and t!ie ciroum- 
" atanees attending it were sufficiently appalling, — 
" but to UB its probable consequences are most dis- 
" tressing. Poor Caatle Caulfield I what will become 
" of it now? How the Lord seems to have dis- 
" appointed my calculations 1 but perhaps it is only 
" to show that he can do things much better his own 
" way, as he often fulfils our best desires in the man- 
•* ner we least expected, in order that while he com- 
" forts he may humble us, and teach us to ascribe all 
" the glory to him. And we should not forget, that 
" we may promote the cause as much by our prayers 
" as by our contrivances and exertions. What a pri- 
" vilege it is, and what a consolation, that we have 



" One upon whom we may caat our cares ; and that 
" in our closets, when no one hears or dreams of it, 
" we may ask of the ' great Shepherd and Bishop/ 
" that he would appoint a faithful pastor over the 
" sheep that are scattered — and be heard 1 At the 
" same time we should use whatever Intimate 
'< means are in our reach to effect the object of our 
" prayer. 

" But this brings me to the chief subject of your 
" last letter — the wandering of your mind in prayer. 
" Perhaps the evil of our nature never displays itself 
" more fully than in our religious acta and exercises ; 
" and the more enlightened and experienced a true 
" Christian becomes, the more does he discover of the 
" sinfulness of his nature, and of the pollutions and 
" mixed motives of even his best performances. But 
" there is a gracious provision made for these, To- 
" wards the close of the 4th of Hebrews you will find, 
" 'that we have not an high priest that cannot be 
" touched with a feeling of our infirmities ; but was 
" in all points tempted like as we are, yet without 
" sin ;' and, at the end of the same chapter, this is 
" again urged as a motive for coming ' boldly to the 
" throne of grace:' and if you look to (I believe) the 
" 4th chapter of Leviticus, you will see that the great 
" high priest was * to bear the iniquity of the holy 
" things of the people of God,' This is our encourage- 
" ment and consolation in approaching the throne of 
" grace, that there is One who enters into all our feel- 
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" jngg, and Bympathises with ua in our infirmities, and 
" yet, at the same time, is almighty to save ! This ii 
" the glory of that truth — that the divine and human 
" natm'e are united in one person, and that he offers 
" our feeble and imperfect petitions with irresistible 
" energy and effect. This consideration, at the same 
" time, so far from damping our feryour in prayer, or 
" inducing ua to give way to wandering thoughts or 
" coldness of feeling while engaged in it, will be an 
" additional incentive to eamestnesH and devotion, 
" It will, by removing fear, increase our confidence f 
" it will kindle greater love to that gracious Inter- 
" cesser ; and we shall loot forward with greater 
" hope to that period when all languor and corruption 
■< shall be done away. The Lord direct, and sanctify, 
" and sustain you, and crown you and yours with 
" every blessing! 

" Yours with the sincerest affection, 

« C. W." 



After liifi return from Exeter, he remained during 
the summer with his friends in and near Dublin. Hia 
general health appeared not to have undergone any 
material change in the meantime ; but hia cough con- 
tinued 80 violent and distressing, that he was ordered 
to go to Bourdeaux, and back again, for the benefit of 
the voyage. He thus writes to a near relative, on hia 
airival there. 
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" This morning, after an anxious and boisterous 
" YOyage, we cast anchor in front of Bourdeaux. 
" From Saturday night till Thursday morning we 
" were struggling through the Channel, — at one time 
" in danger of being becalmed, and at others endea- 
** vouring to make the best of violent and unfavourable 
" winds, until at length, early on Thursday, we were 
" swept past the Land's End by a rapid gale. Late 
" on the evening of the same day we came within 
" view of the island of Ushant, and entered the for- 
" midable Bay of Biscay. It was, however, so smooth 
" and beautiful, — and the clear French sky over our 
" heads, and the warm elastic air about us, were so 
" enlivening, that the terrible bay seemed to welcome 
" and invite us ; and during the whole of Friday we 
" sailed gently and quietly along : and the deadly and 
" incessant sickness under which I had laboured until 
" then, and which I will not attempt to describe, 
" began to give way, and I almost enjoyed the scene. 
" But on Saturday it threw off its disguise, and began 
" to appear in its real character, and we were tossed 
" and lashed furiously along, till at length, on Sunday 
" morning, after a stormy night, to our great refresh- 
" ment, we arrived at the mouth of the Garonne, 
" about sixty miles frcm Bourdeaux, If it had not 
" been the Lord's day, which I would gladly have 
" spent in another way, I should have sincerely en- 
" joyed the scene, in sailing up the noblest and 



r 
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" grandest river I ever beheld. We anchored that 
" night at Pauillac, halfway up the river between the 
" mouth and the city. For the first time, I slept as 
" it were upon dry land, and rose this morning re- 
" freshed. The sail from Pauillac to Bourdeaux wae 
" indeed delightful ; hut llie repose I now enjoy in- 
" finitely more so ; for all the passengers are gone 
" ashore but myself, and I spend the remainder of the 
" day quietly on hoard the packet alone, where I shall 
" flleep to-night, and will go to-morrow early to look 
" for lodgings. My cough only appeared occasionally 
" during the voyage, and was never violent or con- 
" tinued ; and I have been told by all the passengers 
" that there was a very remarkable improvement visi- 
" ble towards the close of the voyage. The heat is 
" very severe, but the sky very clear and beautiful. 
" I will not say anything of the passengers, &c., as I 
" hope this letter will not reach you much sooner 
" than myself. 

" I fee! Indeed that I ha^e been most graciously 
" dealt with ; and that the same good Providence that 
" before forbade me to go, has now gone along with 
" me. May He be with you ! 

" Yours, &c. 

"C. W." 

In less than a month he returned from Bourdeaux, 
and seemed to have derived some benefit from the 
voyage; but ttiis was of short continuance. The latal 
disease which had been long apprehended proved to 



have taken full hold of his constitution ; his strength 
appeared to sink fast, and his spirits to flag. The 
bounding step, which e^tprBssed a constant buoyancy 
of mind, now became slow and feeble; his robust and 
upright figure began to droop : liis marked and promi- 
nent features acquired a sharpness of form, and his 
complexion, naturally fair, assumed the pallid cast of 
■wasting disease ; and all the other symptc 
sumption soon discovered themselves ; and, 



" Ereo when his eerioiis eyes were lighted up 

" With kindling rairth, and frnm his lips distill'd 

" Wocde eofl Ba dew Bjid cheerful as ihe dawn, 

" Then too I mnid have wept; for dd his face, 

" Eye, voice, and amile, nor lees his bending tmme — 

" By other cause impaired than length of years — 

" Lay something that still turn'd the thoughtful heart 

" To melancholy dreams — dreams of decay, 

" Of death, and bnrial, and the silent tomh." 



I 



It is indeed the privilege of the Christian to look 
far above those dreary scenes, — to fosten his eye 
upon that light which Ijums beyond the tomh ; but 
still, sometimes the sight of a dying friend will natu- 
rally turn the thoughts to the more immediate cir- 
cumstances of death; and this, perhaps, most of all, 
at the moment when one suddenly discerns, with a 
startled conviction, the first sure and ominous vestige 
of death upon the countenance of a beloved objei*. 
But faith will not dwell upon such thoughts — " such 
" melancholy dreams ;" it will look up with serene and 
holy confidence to " Him who is the resurrection and 
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"the lifej" and thua comfort itself with an unfailing 
coDBolatioD. 

About the end of November it was thought advisa- 
ble, as the last remaining hope, that he should guard 
ag^nst the severity of the winter, by removing to the 
Cove of Cork, which, by its peculiar aituation, ia shel- 
tered on all sides liom the harsh and prevailing winds. 
Thither he was accompanied by the writer and a near 
relative to whom he was fondly attached. For a short 
time he appeared to revive a little; and sometimes 
entered into conversation with almost his usual ani- 
mation ; but the first unfavourable change of weather 
shattered his remaining strength : his cough now be- 
came nearly incessant, and a distressing languor 
weighed down his frame. In this state he continued 
until the 21st of February 1823, upon the morning of 
which day he expired, in the S2nd year of his age. 

During the whole course of his illness {thoughj to- 
wards the close, apparently not unconscious of his 
danger) he never expressed any apprehensions to his 
friends, but once, that he suddenly observed a new 
■ymptom, to which he pointed with a look and ok- 
pression of the gentlest, calmest resignation. He 
seemed particulaily on his guard against uttering a 
word which could excite the fears of the dear relative 
who clung so devotedly to him until his last moments. 
A short time before he died she ventured to disclose to 
him her long- concealed apprehensions, saying (with a 
humility like his own), that she felt she needed cor- 
rection; and that, at last, the Lord had sent ' 
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woira into her gourd." " What I" replied he, "is it 
in aflBicting me 1 — indeed, I believe you love me 
sinfully: 1 may, however, blesB this illnees if it 
leads me to more spiritual communion with you 
than before." 

One night that his animal Hpirits were particularly 
depressed, he said to her, " I want comfort to-night : " 
and upon her reminding him of the blessings he had 
been the instrument of conveying to the souls of many 
of his nearest relatives, he faintly exclaimed, " Stop, 
" atop — that is comfort enough for one night." 

It is natural for a religious mind to feel a lively in- 
terest in every record of the last illness and death of 
any eminent servant of God — to expect some happy 
evidences of triumphant faith and holy resignation in 
Buch a trying state — at the awful moment when all 
the vast realities of an eternal world are about to be 
disdosed to the disembodied spirit. There are some 
persons who perhaps look for auch evidences chiefly in 
ardent ejaculations, in affecting espressions of self- 
humiliation, in palpable impressions of present com- 
fort, or raptiffos of joyfii.1 anticipation ; but these may 
not be, after all, unequivocal or indispensable tests of 
the presence and power of true faith. It should not 
be forgotten how much depends upon the state of the 
animal system at such times, upon the nature of the 
complaint, or even on the peculiar constitution of the 
mind itself. As in the caao of the steadfast and holy 
Christian here recorded, the disease may be such as 
to encumber the faculties of the soul by a peculiar 
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J upon the body ; the corruptible part may 
"weigh down the mind which niuseth on many 
things," and thus incapacitate it for any energetic 
manifestation of its feelings. It was tlie nature of 
his particular malady to bring on an impressive lassl- 
tnde of spirits ; and he was also afflicted with a 
racking cough, which for some time before his death 
disabled him from speaking a single sentence without 
incurring a violent paroxysm. 

One interesting fact, however, may prove, with 
more certainty than a thousand rapturous expressions, 
the ascendency of his faith in the midst of these de- 
pressing circumstancea. 

On the day before his dissolution, the medical gen- 
tleman who attended him felt it his duty to apprise 
him of his immediate danger, and expressed himself 
thus: " Your mind, sir, seems to be so raised above 
"this world, that I need not fear to communicate to 
" you my candid opinion of your state." — " Yes, sir," 
replied he, "I trust I have beeit learning to live above 
" the world ; " and he then made some impressive ob- 
1 Bervations on the ground of his own hopes ; and hav- 
ing afterwards heard that they had a favourable effect, 
he entered more fully into the subject with him on his 
next visit, and continued speaking for an hour, in 
nich B convincing, affecting, and solemn strain, (and 
this at B. time when he seemed incapable of uttering 
ingle sentence,) t!iat the physician, on retiring to 
I the adjoining room, threw himself on the sofa, in tears, 
' exclaiming, " There is something superhuman about 
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'■ that man : it is astonishing to see such a mind in a 
"body BO wasted; such mental vigour in a poor 
" frame dropping into the grave I " 

Let not then the cold sceptic (to maintain a pre- 
cariouB theory on uncertain observations) seek to de- 
grade his own nature, in tiie face of facts like this, by 
identifying the imperishable soul with its frail tene- 
ment. There are moments, he may see, at which 
that divine and immaterial principle can throw off the 
pressure of its earthly encumbrance, even when it ap- 
pears to slumber in a deadly torpor. When its own 
appropriate excitementB are presented to it, it can 
"burst its cerements," and rise superior to the ruins 
amidst which it seems to be buried. 

This incident is abundantly sufficient to indicate 
the strength of principle and the ardour of feeling 
which may possess the soul at a time when, perhaps, 
it finds no utterance. His feelings indeed appeared 
too deep for superficial expresaionB, The state of mind 
towards which he seemed to aspire, was what the ex- 
cellent Henry Martin preferred above all others, "a 
sweet and holy seriousness;" and indeed he seemed 
to have attained it. His was a calm serenity, a pro- 
found thoughtfulnesB, a retired communion with his 
God, which could not, probably, vent itself in verbal 
ebullitions ; but when an opportunity of doing good 
to the soul of a fellow-sinner presented itself he 
showed how strongly he felt the Gospel to be " the 
power of salvation to his own soul," by his zeal to 
impart it to another. 
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It is important thus to see that true religion con- 
sists not BO much in the constant fenour of the leel 
inga, as in a fixedness of principle, in the mtelhgent, 
determinate choice of the will ; that the one may 
fluctuate ivhile the other remains steadfast and im- 
moveahle. 

From the time that Mr. W. came to Cove he seem 
ed scarcely to relish any suhject of conversation but 
that which bore upon what ia, in truth, at all times 
" the one thing needful." 

Hia Bible was his chief companion : he seemed also 
deeply interested in Worth ington's treatise on " Self- 
resignation ;" and occasionally read with satiafection 
" Omicron's Letters, by the Rev. J. Newton." 

Upon the subject of religion he was always pe- 
culiarly indisposed to controveray. He delighted to 
seize the great principles, to embrace the vital truths j 
and read with pleasure any author in whose writings 
he could find them s he valued as brethren all who 
maintained them, and diligently sought to co-operate 
with them " in their works and labours of love." His 
own views seemed not to have undergone any change 
from the time of his ordination; but they became 
more and more vivid, and, of course, more influential 
upon his principles and affections. 

Buring the last few days of his life, when his suf- 
ferings became more distressing, liia constant ex- 
pression was, " This light affliction I this light af- 
fliction!" and when the awful crisis drew near, he 
atill maintained the same sweet spirit of resignation. 



Even then he showed tin instance of that thoughtful 
benevolence, that amiable tendemeaa of feeling, which 
fonned a atriking trait in his ciiaracter : — he expressed 
much anxiety about the accommodation of an attend- 
ant who was sleeping in the adjoining room ; and gave 
even minute directions respecting it. 

On going to bed he felt very drowsy; and soon 
after the stupor of death began to creep over him. 
He began to pray for all his dearest friends indi- 
vidually; but his voice faltering, he could only say — 
"God bleaa them all! The peace of God and of 
" Jesus Christ overshadow them, dwell in them, reign 
" in them I My peace," said he, addressing his sister, 
"(the peace I now feel) be with you I" — "Thou, 
" God, wilt keep him in perfect peace whose mind 
" is stayed on thee." His speech again began to iail, 
and he fell into a slumber ; but whenever his senses 
were recalled, he returned to prayer. He repeated 
part of the Lord's prayer, but was unable to proceed i 
and at last, with a composure scarcely credible at 
such a moment, he whispered to the dear relative who 
hung over his death-bed, " Close this eye, the other 
"is closed akeady; and now farewell I" Then, hav- 
ing again uttered part of the Lord's prayer, he feU 
asleep. " He ia not dead, but sleepeth." 



To this imperfect record I cannot forbear annejdng 
the following discriminative sketch of the mental and 
moral endowments of its interesting subject. It is 
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from the eloquent pen of the Rev, Dr. MOler, late 
fellow of Trinity College, Dublin, author of" Lectures 
on the Philosophy of Modern History." It formed 
the conclusion of a letter to the editor of a London 
paper, in which he fully establiaheB the claim of the 
true author to the disputed Ode on Sir John Moore. 

" The poetical talent" (continues the learned writer) 
" which could produce such an ode was, however, but 
" a minor qualification in the character of this young 
" man ; for he combined eloquence of the first order 
" with the zeal of an apostle. During the short time 
"in which he held a curacy in the diocese of Armagh, 
" he so wholly devoted himself to the discharge of his 
" duties in a very populous parish, that he exhausted 
" his strength by esertiona diaproportioned to hia con- 
" Btitution, and was cut off !>y disease in what should 
" have been the bloom of youth. This zeal, which 
'' was too powerful for his bodily frame, was yet con- 
'* trolled by a vigorous and manly intellect, which all 
" the ardour of religion and poetry could never urge 
" to enthusiasm. His opinions were as sober as if 
" they were merely speculative ; his fancy was as 
" vivid as if he never reasoned ; his conduct as zea- 
" louB as if he thought only of his practical duties ; 
" everything in him held its proper place except a 
" due consideration of himself, and to his neglect of 
"this he became an early victim," 
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SERMONS. 



INTEODnCTION. 



It seems proper to introduce these Sermons with a few 
prefatory observations. — It should be borne in recollection, 
that none of them were duEignod by tlieir author for pub- 
lication. They were all, with s siogle exception, composed 
for & plain but intelligent counflry congregation ; and some 
of them were afterwards preached, witli slight alterations, in 
Dublin. 

It appears, from the great i"ariety of short hints preserved 
with each sermon, that the writer's mind had been teeming 
veilh thoughts which he had nut time or space to introduce. 
Some of the topics were probably rejected as not auited to 
his flock ; but a few leading words were brieHy (ind con- 
fusedly thrown together ; some sparkles of thought were 
itus kept alive, which might have been sufficient to re- 
kindle whole trains of reflections and forms of address, 
adapted to future occasioiis. 

The reader will not, of course, expect to meet in these 
sertnoas unylliing like trains -of abstract or metaphysiegd 
reasoning, or learned eluciiiationa of Scripture. Such 
would have been altogether misplaced, in discourses ad- 
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dressed to the middle and lawei dnsscs of society ; and, 
indeed, it ma; be said tliat there are few congregations to 
whicli such a mode of preaching is adapted ; none, perhaps, 
before whom it should not be sparingly employed. The 
character of the author's mind, and of his aecomplishments 
as a, scholar, was such as, in other circumstanees, might 
have led him to occofioDal exercises of this kind, in 
which, doubtless, he would hare exhibited that acuteness 
and suhtilty as a reasoner, and that ingenuity as a com- 
', which distinguished him in conversational dis- 



Sennons which partake of such a character abound in 
our language. We are itk no want of learned and at^ru- 
mentative discourses. Tlierc is a rich magazine of sound 
theological erudition in the sermoue of our best divines ; 
enough, indeed, to form a complete body of lUvinity. 

There are also many useful volumes of a plain in- 
f. Btmctive character, in wliieh the great doctrines and duties 
of Christianity are simply nnd faithfully expounded. But 
most of them are deficient in interest. They present little 
to excite the curiosity, to seize upon the imagination, ot 
to penetrate the heart. Tliey serve well enough to direct, 
hut are insufficient to impel. They are rather aoimd cate- 
chetical lectures than awaking appeals ; formal statements, 
than affecting, heart-stirring exhortations. Such, I believe, 
Me generally allowed to be the prevailing defects in our 
modem sermong. 

Tliosc which are here submitted to the public, it is 
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hoped, rattj appetir at least as samples of that (Icscrtptioi 
most wanted, and best fitted for general asefulnpss, 
are, however, to he regarded merely as speciineus of the au- 
thor's stjle of preaching. 



Tlieir principal merit ojipears to be, that ttiough origin- 
al]y oompoeed for a plain congregation, they were cast in 
sach a shape aa to lie easily aJsptcd, by slight alterations, 
to the roost cultivated minds, " This" (says an able writer'' 
□n oratory) " is a difScuIt task. Some dispositions indeed 
" there are who fall into it naturally ; but usually it is 
" the fruit of serious reflection and long experience. It 
" eosta a man of quick parta and extenaive knowledge 
" mueb pain and self-denial to reject every thing curious, 
" and fine, and acute, which his faculties and erudition 
" offer to him ; and to condne himself within the limits of 
" common sense. But, after all, the principal difficulty 
" herein is not from nature, hut our own fault, — ■ from 
" wrong passions, ambition, interest, or self-praise. Preach 
" not for preferment or fame, — but foe God and virtue. 
" If yom genius admits of it, you will then be concise, 
" nervous, and full." 



It ia this quality (thus justly commended) which seema 
to have cliiefly distinguished our author as a preacher. 
This is no unsupported assertion. Many persons, as well 
as the editor can bear testimony to the strong e 



■ Lectures concomlng Oratory, ty J. Lawson, D.D., Lecturer 
in OratDry and Hiilorj, Trinity College, Dublin, pp. 334, 396. 
(1795.) 



which the stunc sermons, with little dterationg, excited 
smongBt the extreme classes of society— in the minda of 
tbe literati! and illitciate — the religious and the worldly. 

A senDOD read is, indeed, different bota a sermon 
tpoken; and it is possible thai the effect of these aermons 
was much aided hy a mode of delivery peetillatly suitable 
to their style and matter. Sometimes it was anthoritatiie 
and abnipt ; sometimes slow and measured; and at other 
times rapid — almost harried. Sometimes there was a 
blunt and homely plainness, and often a soothing ten- 
demeEs of manner; but all was natural and unlaboured; 
more remarkable, pcrhapp, for energy and expression than 
for graeefnlness, — for an earnest simplicity, than a studied 



It may be necessary for the editor lo say a few words 
as to the iB.sk he has had to perform. Many of the manu- 
scripts were in such a statt as to require much labour to 
transcribe them for the press ; and a large portion of some 
of the sennonE towards the close of tlie volume was written 
out in such evident baste, as to cause some inaeciiracies 
which it was absolutely Necessary to correct. This, how- 
ever, has been sparingly done ; perhaps some may think 
too sparingly. 

For such necessary corrections the editor hopes be needs 
not apologise ; as the nature of all posthunioUK works, not 
designed for publication, usually demands them ; aod as 
his intimate friendship with tbe author, and his acquaint- 
; witli all his opinions and feelings, must be a fuU 



secnrity that the duty has beeo performed with rigid c 
lion and fidelity. 



The present selection has hcea made chiefly with a 
leferenoe to the author's own probable eEtimate of hia ser- 
mons. All which he preached in Dublin are incladed, bb 
it may be naturally supposed they were among the num- 
ber which he had most thoroughly considered and pre- 
pared. A few others are addoJ, which eonie, probably, 
may think not inferior. 

Under the circumstances in which they were composed, 
and in which they now appear before the public, it will be 
unnecessary, it is hoped, to deprecate the acrufiny of li- 
terary or iheologieal criticism. In hortatory appeals like 
these, it is unreasonable to espect all the precision of a 
formal essay. There Is a certain boldness and latitude of 
phrase to be allowed in such discourses ; the form of ex- 
preesion cannot easily he compressed within the narrow 
limits, or tamed down into the meagre statements, of a 
scholastic system. In these sermons, however, it will be 
ibund that all the grand doctrincii of the Gospel, which 
alone can give vitality and energy to religions instruction, 
are prominently, faithfuEy, and practically inculcated. 
Happy will it he if they are perused with a disposition 
of mind in any decree correspondent with the feelings* ' 



■ These feelings maj, i 
utincti from hia private r 
meet any eye but hU owi 
few scattered papers, merely as hints for his own direction. They 
■how, in n strong lislil, the genuine workingi of hia heart, — tlis 



e degree, bo illuitiBted by a f«w 
ons, which were never meant to 
J were roughly entered upon a 



by which they were dictated, or proportioned to the mo- 
mentous object which their pious aulhoT held steadily in 
view. If his glorified spirit be now permitted to shsTe in 
the joy which angels feel " over one sinner that rcpenteth," 
there is not one of all the heavenly IiokI which encircles 
the throne of God, that would enjoy a holidt' delight thtkn 
he in witnessing the restoration of an immortal Bonl to its 
Father and its God ; — and stirely it would, if possible, en- 



kind of menial and spiritual exerciee in which he engaged in the 
preparation of his Bennonii, — and the aniietj lie felt about the 
Btjie and topics mast likely to make pcaclics] impreuiona upon 
the conacienccB of his hearers. 

« Take a case in which God bcIb or speaks afiMiamlttg,— 
ahnost alwap one on the spiritual nature of sin, — on Belf-deceit — 
telE-knowledge." 

" Let it keep me humble to think how I myself hsTC sinned 
in the face of bght, and againBt the motives 1 haye to withhold 
me; againat the knowledge of God'e wrath; agabel it and his 

need of a minieter, upon whose spiritual state depends, in a grent 
degree, the state of Mb flock." 



"Preach a sermon in which tterj false sentiment is supposed 
uttered on the death-bed ; a sermon ia which we suppose the sen- 
Ktioni of a sinner looking back upon those whom lie may hare 
mi^ed, or neglected to instruct, — a lather upon liiscbiltlren,&c. — 
a pastor upon his flock: when each bhall say, '1 pray thee send 
■ome one unto my father^s bo'use.' — Give alsc the retrospect from 
Heaven upon those whom, ttrough the grace of Ood, we may 
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luuice Bucli joy, if he could be assured that, even k 
instance, this humble record of hie words was conducive tu 
e&ct that object which was nearest to his heart when tliey 
passed through his hving hps ; and that thus, " though ah- 
gent from us in the body," he was slill iriEtnimental in the 
blessed work of " converting a sinner from the error of his 
way, and slicing a soul alive," 

That he who ia the Author ef every fcood Bud perfect 
gift, may accompany them with tlic heallbful and saving 
influence of bis grace to the heart of every reader, is the 
fervent prayer of 

The Editor. 

" Bring in familiar topics. — Begin naturally and easily, but so 
ta t« eseite curiosity — ^witli an incident or anecdote. Begin in 
an original and airiking, hut sedate manner. Before writing, read 
poetry and opalory. ' Look coaitanltg to the Bible. Every thing 
you read, rend with a view to tbis.' " 

"Giia full weight to objection 9— with all /onf/wtra of human 
frailty. Seize late, almost present occurrences. Imag^e that 
you are arguing witli the most proSigate, ambitions, and talented 
opponent.^ 

" Let ray object lie to improve myself first.— Enter into the 
fmliagB of your eongtegation. — into their tailings. Throw tbem 
Dpnn Bigoing against ihemseliss : adcise tbem ageetioKoklj." 



ECCLEEJIABTES, Xii. I. 

RtnemUr aom thy Creator in tie days B/ihy ymlh. 

Ws aD know tbat we ehaU have to remember our 
Creator at one time oi another. We cannot but know 
that he has many ways of inviting ua to remember 
him — " the sun that he makes to rise upon the evil 
" and the good — the rain that he sends down upon 
" the juBt and the unjust — the fruitful BeasonB, by 
" which he fills our liearts with food and gladness " — 
the weekly returns of his holy Sabbath — the ministry 
of the Gospel of salvation — and the table which he 
Epreada before us, which he has instituted as a pecu- 
liar memorial of himself, and at which he invites us to 
eat of the bread of life, and to drink from the fountain 
of living water. 

And we cannot but know that he baa also the 
means of vutkin/j himself remembered, and that he 
will not always allow himself to be forgotten, — but 
that he has certain agents at hia disposal, by which 
when he pleases, he con command our attention, — the 
sword — the famine — the pestilence — the death-bed — 
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the last trumpet — " the worm that dieth not, and the 
fire that IB not quenched." 

Such a being cannot be remembered too often, or 
too Boon. There la no one here that will venture to 
say, that there ever esisled a man from the founda- 
tion of the world who remembered him too much, or 
began to fix his thoughts upon him too early. We 
need scarcely go farther, then, to discover what is to 
become of those who habitually forget him ; who only 
thint of him when he is started into their minds by 
something violent or ac-cidental, and who say, " It ia 
yet time enough to remember my Creator." Why 
they might as well say when death comes, it is yet 
time enough to die. It is hard to conceive the fate of 
these men, if they are cut off in this state of forgetful- 
nesB, to be anything but evil and misery ; in fact, it 
would put our invention tu no easy trial, to imagine 
what good thing they would be capable of enjoying in 
the other world. Look into their own breasts ; — they 
hope for nothing, they promise themselves nothing ; 
for they cannot think of these things when they for- 
get Him who is the Author and Giver of these things. 
If then there were no other reason for remembering 
our Creator in the days of our youth, than that we 
may never have an old age vouchsafed to ua, in which 
we may recall him to our thoughts ; that between us 
and that old age there may he a great gulf fixed that 
we shall never pass ; if this were the only reason, 
should it not be enough t Nay, the sin of thus trifling 
with him and our own immortal souls, by deferring 



their cotiBideration to a future opportunity, may be 
the very means of provoking hi m to withhold that op- 
portunity for ever. 

But there is another reason for remembering our 
Creator in the days of our youth. The days of our 
youth are the days of our bleBaings. It would be hard 
to find tlu^ughout the whole range of creation, a more 
glorious and interesting object, than youth juat enter- 
ing into active life, juat rejoicing as a giant to run his 
course. Set him alongside of the noblest animal of any 
other species : — compare him with the old and decay- 
ing members of his own — and what a diiference ! In 
those days we enter into life with a shower of God's 
blesaingB upon our heads : we come adorned with all 
the choicest gifts of the Almighty; with strength of 
body, with activity of limb, with health and vigour of 
constitution, with everything to fit us both for labour 
and for enjoyment; if not endowed with a sufficiency, 
endowed with what is better, the power of obtaining 
it for ourselves by an honest and manly industry ; 
with senses keen and observing, with spirits high, live- 
ly, and untameable, that shake off care and sorrow 
whenever they attempt to fasten upon our mind, and 
that enable us to viake pleasure for ourselves where we 
do not find it, and to draw enjoyment and gratifica- 
tion from things in which others see nothing but pmn, 
vexation, and disappointment. 

But, above all, in the days of our youth, the mind 
and the memory, with which vre have been endowed 
by the Almighty, are then all fresh, alive, and vigor- 
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ous. Alas I we seldom think what an aBtonishing gift 
is that underatanding which we enjoy — the hr^ht 
light that God has kindled within ub — until our old 
age cornea, when we find that that underatanding is 
wearing away, and that light hecommg dini. Then 
Bhall we feel bitterly, moat bitterly, what it is to have 
enjoyed, in the days of our youth, that privilege which 
seems to be withheld &om all the animals by whom 
we are surrounded,— even the privilege of knowing 
that there is a God; the privilege even of barely think- 
ing upon Buch a Being ; but more than that, the privi- 
lege of studying and -understanding the astonishing 
variety of his works, of observing the ways of his pro- 
vidence, of admiring his power, his wisdom, and his 
goodness ; the power of acquiring knowledge of a thou- 
sand different kinds, and the power of laying it up in 
our memory, and lising it when we please ; and this 
in the days of our youth, when the mind is all on fire, 
brisk, clear, and powerful, and when we actually aeem 
to take knowledge by furce, and when the memory is 
large and spacious, so as to admit and contain the good 
things that we leam ; and where the place that should 
be filled by knowledge has not yet been preoccupied 
by crimes, by sorrows, and anxieties. 

In the days of our youth, too, our hearts are warm- 
est, and our feelings and our attachments are strongest 
and most disinterested ; we have not yet learnt the 
bitter lessons that are acquired by a mixture with 
the world, where we often lose our best and kindest 
affections, and are taught in return selfishness, avarice. 



suspicion, and deceit. Our hopes and our friendships 
have not yet been checked by disappoiiitment, nor our 
kindness and generosity by ingratitude. Thus, dreaa- 
ed out in all the riches of his Creator's goodness, with 
the marks of God's hand yet fresh upon him — with 
health, with strength, with mind, with memory, with 
warmth and liberality of heart— youth comes forward 
into life, covered over and hung round with memo- 
rials of his Creator. Is it necessary to ask whether 
this man should remember his Creator! Supposing 
that there was no stronger motive than gratitude for 
all these blessings, would it be a hard thing to ask, 
that the Lord of health, and strength, and mind, 
and memory, should have a place in the memory 
that he has himself bestowed ? — and yet if our recol- 
lection of our Creator depended only upon our grati- 
tude, is there one heart on the earth that would rise, 
of its own accord, to the throne of goodness, to offer 
its voluntary incenae of praise and thanksgiving for 
all the unnumbered benefits that have been showered 
upon our heads ? It is well that our recollection of 
OUT Creator depends upon a more severe and a more 
powerliil motive ; for we cannot imagine that God 
has lavished upon us all this profusion of his trea- 
sures, without intending that they should be used in 
a particular way. Would you beheve any one that 
told you, that God, who gives the meanest blessing to 
the meanest animal for some certain use, can have 
glorified you with such powers and riches of body and 
of mind, and that he has yet left the management to 



your own humour anil caprice 1 Really and truly, 
do you believe that you have been aupplied with all 
these magnificent gifts for ao many toys to trifle with, 
and not so many weapons that you are to wield in 
the service of the God who gave them ) It is im- 
possible. We cannot hut know and feel in our hearts 
that they were given for great purposes, and that they 
are not at our disposal ; that God vrill require the thiits 
of hia own gifts; that if we use them as " instruments 
" of unrighteousness unto sin, and not as instruments 
" of righteousness unto God " — " the wages of those 
" things is death :" that if we prostitute the health 
and the strength that he has given us, to drunken- 
ness and debauchery, aiid the mind that he has given 
ua, to pride, revenge, covetousness, or impurity; if 
we do not use them for the purpose both of under- 
standing his will and olieying it ; of worshipping him 
in spirit and in truth ; of " letting our light so shine 
" before men, that they may see our good works, 
" and glorify our Fatlier which is in heaven ;" we 
shall have turned all tliese blessings to our ruin. At 
our peril, then, are we bound to remember our Creator, 
in order that we may consult his will and obey his 
commands, ao as to be able to render an account of 
the talents with which we have been intiiisted. And 
accordingly, about two verses before this passage, as if 
to prepare us for the precept, " Remember thy Creator 
in the days of thy youth," there come these solemn 
and powerful words — "Rejoice, young man, in thy 
" youth, and let thy heart cheer thee in the days of 



" thy youth, and walk in the ways of thine heart, 1 
" and in the flight of thine eyes i but know thou, [ 
" that for all these things God will bring thee into 
" judgment," 

We have now considered the days of our youth a 
the days of our bleBsinffs, but there remains another 
consideration stil! more awakening; for the days of our 
youth are also the days of our dangers. If a young 
man, at his first outset into life, were to have all the | 
temptations that he was afterwards to undergo 
denly presented before his view ; if aU the unseen ene- ' 
mies of his bouI, his peace, an d his innocence, were all, 
at oiiee, to become visible ; if al! his future scenes of j 
blasphemy, riot, and intemperance, were, by one flash 
of lightning, disclosed to his contemplation, — I aup- 
poBe that nothing less than a look into the next world, 
if it were possible, could produce a more terrible shook 
upon his feelings ; perhaps it would be too raueh for 
him to see oi nnce the thousand ways in which the 
world, the flesh, and the devil would lay alege to his 
Houl — would solicit his passions- — ^would undermine 
his resolutions — the thousand artifices by which they 
would endeavour to render vice more and more fami- 
liar to his taste, and insinuate its poison Into his very 
constitution. Now what safeguard can he take, enter- 
ing, as he does, among such a host of enemies — ene- 
mies, too, that go slowly to work, so that a man 
scarcely perceives that he is losing ground and giving 
way I He must take some fixed and unchangeable 
principle of conduct, or he is ruined : there must be 



something solid and immoveable, at which his mind 
may ride at anchor, — something that will not change, 
or shift, or flatter, but will always tell him the stem 
— the pure — the tenifying truth. 

Now what ta the principle ftom which we naturaUy 
act in the daya of our youth ? Either from none at all, 
or we ate governed by custom, by example, by fashion, 
and by the opinion of those into whose company we 
are generally thrown. Would it not be enough to ob- 
Berve, without going a step farther, that this is nothing 
leaa than making mankind our God — than making our 
company our God ) For, recollect, that whatever you 
take as your chief rule in life, and the leading governor 
and director of your conduct, that is your God ; it is 
to you what God should be — it ia in God's place — it 
is this you remember when you should remember your 
Creator; in thia you live, and upon this you must de- 
pend when you die. 

But let us examine this rule — this God that we 
take unto ourselves, to direct us through the dangers 
of our youth — and what is it ? The opinion of that 
very world, and of those very companions who are the 
means of seducing us from our duty ; the very world 
that supplies all these temptations, that gives way to 
them, that riots and indulgea in them, ia that &om 
which we take our laws and principles ; composed of 
men just as willing ta yield to temptation as our- 
selves, and just as anxious to discover the same ex- 
cuses. And thus, those whoae principles, example, 
and applause, are to us instead of God, are the compa- 



nions of our carouaala, of our reTellings, of 
bauches, and of our impuritieB, and who j 
names of virtue and vice to whi 
without consulting Him 
virtue, and the burning ei 
But this is not all, a 
opinioDB of the world, a 



r de- 
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■ they pleaae, 
vho is the fountain of ail 
3my of all vice, 
r perhapa the worst. The 
a to virtue and vice, are not 
only ruinously false, but they are as changeable as 
they are false. What, in one age of the world, would 
have branded a man with infamy as long as he 
breathed, becomes not only pardonable, but reputable 
in another. The customs of the world, and the ia- 
flhionable Crimea of society, are ahil\ing from age to 
age. For one instance out of a hundred : — some time 
ago there existed a nation where theft was honoured, 
U a proof of skill and dexterity ; while, in that very 
same nation, drunltenneBa and immodesty — intem- 
perance of any kind — would have ruined a man's re- 
putation for ever. Now look at the change 1 In our 
days, the one is stigmatised with punishment and 
dishonour, while men often boast of their achieve- 
ments in the other. How is a man to be guided by 
this childish and despicable world that has not yet 
learnt, in six thousand years, to guide and regulate 
itselfl — that calls a thing virtue at one time, and vice 
at another; that calls evil good, and good evil; that 
puts bitter for sweet, and sweet for bitter ? Let him 
put it aside from him with contempt, and let him 
" remember his Creator." He will not shift and 
change with times uud seasons, The fashions and 
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opinions of the world may turn round and round with 
the worSd itself; but the law of God Btunde unchanged 
Rnd unchangeable as the God that endureth for ever 
and ever ; they have perished, and shall perish ; but 
he hath remained and shall still remain : the fashions 
and opinions of the world shall ali " wax old as doth 
" a garment, and he shall fold them up, and they 
" shall he changed ; but he is the same, and hia years 
" shall not fail." Why, one thought upon God, in 
the midst of dissipation and profligacy, of oaths and 
drunkenneBS, of indecencies of language and of con- 
duct, of revenge, animosity, and blood, (nay, in the 
midst of the less clamorous and more refined crimi- 
nalities which are sanctioned by society,) 1 say, one 
thought upon God would produce little less than a 
kind of revelation. It would carry along whh it such 
holiness, such purU'/, such love, that he must distin- 
guish virtue from vice through the flimsy and mi- 
serable disguise in wliich they have been enveloped 
by mankind ; the path of duty would be open before 
him, and guilt would come home to hia breast, though 
the laugh and the scorn of society were echoing 
around. 

But the law of Grod is not left to our own capri- 
cious recoUections ; — it is entered upon record — it has 
been rained down upon us from heaven — it has been 
practised, fulfilled, and embodied in the Son of God, 
and sanctified by the blood of the Legislator. Here 
must the young man remember hia Creator, while the 
world, the flesh, and the devil, are crowding around 
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to devour him. With thia law in his liand, and the 
Son of God by hia side, let him go through the fur- 
nace, or he is lost. 

But suppose that all this }ias been neglected, and 
that you, notwithstanding, have been permitted, by 
the mercies of the God you have forgotten, to arrive at 
the borders of an unholy old age ;— how will you then 
set about remembering your Creator — reserving for the 
dregB of sickness and infirmity, the work of youth in 
all its vigour — offering rude and cruel violence to lan- 
guid nature, as she is retiring to her repose — return- 
ing indeed to a second childhood, and beginning life 
anew, just as you are drooping into the grave — obliged 
to undo all that you have done — 'to turn out the 
whole tribe of loathsome ideas that have lain fester- 
ing in your mind, and to purify a diseased and cor- 
rupted memory from all the sordid thoughts and re- 
collections that have filled the place which should 
have been occupied by your Creator 1 And then, too, 
when you shall come to teach this precept to your 
children, instead of pronouncing it with all the dignity 
of a father — of one who ia to them in the place of God 
upon earth, you will hang your head, and drop your 
grey hairs in shame before the son that should honour 
and respect you ; you will blush to look your child in 
the &ce, when you read him a lesson that you never 
practised ; and your lips will quiver, and your tongue 
will felter, when you say to liim, " Remember your 
" Creator in the days of your youth." And yet, are 
we to say that there is no hope for such a man 'i God 



forbid. If there were no hope for those who have 
forgotten their Creator, which of m could lift his eyes 
to heayenJ You, and all the world, and he who 
warns you of its consequences, every day and every 
hour, have forgotten their Creator. We have used 
the awful blessings that he has bestowed upon us, 
for our sport and amusement, and forgotten from 
whom they come ; and we have rushed into the dan- 
gers and temptationg of life, with nothing to guide 
us but the impulses of our own guilty nature, or the 
opinion of the world tfiot /laa drawn its prineiplet 
from Us practiee, instead of forming Us practice upon 
iis principles. Those who feel this in the depth of 
their hearts, and the awful state to which it has 
brought them, will know how to value the great and 
glorious atonement that has been made for them upon 
the cross. It will be music to their ears to be told, 
that to those who have foi^otten their Cyeator it is 
yet said. Remember your Redeemer, and live. Open 
wide your memory and your heart to this blessed Re- 
deemer, and let the King of Glory come in. Juat 
think, — whom will you remember instead of him ! 
Who is there that shall £11 his place, and sit upon the 
throne of your memory, that will return you fmth- 
fully love for love— thought for thought? Will the 
object that ia dearest to you upon earths The heart 
of that being may be now cold and faithless ; that 
heart mill certainly be otie day cold and mouldering 
in the grave, and all the profusion of memory that 
you lavish upon that barren spot, will never make 
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one fresh thought or one genial recollection spring from 
the ashes that you loved, to reward your fond and 
hopeless prodigality. But there is not one pure 
thought, one lioly recollection that struggles to rise 
to that gracious Being, that shall be allowed to faU to 
the grovrnd, but shall he kindly received, and richly 
repwd ; and he will return it from on high with a rain 
of hlessings upon your head. Go, and remember Him 
who thought of you before you had the power of 
thinking either of him or of yourself, — making you 
young and lusty as an eagle, and only "a little lower 
"than the angels, — crowning you with majesty and 
honour ;" — who remembered you when you had for- 
gotten him and yourself, and all that became a crea- 
ture whom his Creator had marked out for immortali- 
ty; — who remembe ed y u ■nh n he bowed his head 
upon tiie cross; and h s ady to recognise you 
before his Father and h h I a gels — even before 
the Creator whom j u hal g n. Go, and think 
of him — for at th n an he ! mking of every one 
of you I 
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I'aith ia lie stibslance of tiisgs hoped foT, Ihe evident 



Wb all profesB a firm belief in the truths which 
Ood has been pleased to cleclare. Now the Scriptures 
contain certain threats and certain promises ; — threats 
of vengeance and punishment to every soul that sin- 
neth I promises of mercy and immortality to all that 
fly to the refuge appointed in a Redeemer; and there- 
fore, when we declare that we believe in God's word, 
we at the same time profess a firm feith in the reality 
of these threats and these promises, and in the cer- 
tainty that, sooner or later, they will be carried into 
execution. 

And perhaps nothing could shock or affront us 
more, than that any man should venture to hint a 
suspicion of the soundness of our faitli, or insinuate 
that we doubted the truth of these things. However, 
there are so many men of all kinds, of all characters, 
of all descriptions, who declare that they have this 
faith ; men who perhaps never spent one serious and 
solemn hour, in the course of their lives, in the consi- 
deration of these things, TChich they profess to believe; 
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1 who IWe just as they would if they never be- 
lieved them, — that there is some reason to fear that 
some fatal mistake exists among mankind upon this 
point ; and we ahall do well to look to ourselves, and 
examine whether all ia as safe aa we could wish, and 
whether we do really and truly believe the things that 
the word of God contains. 

Now the word of God itself supplies us with an 
excellent method of considering this subject ; and it ia 
the more satisfactory, because it is one which our own 
common sense seems to acknowledge at once ; " Paith 
" is the substance of things hoped for, the evidence of 
" things not seen." It is to us instead of sight, it is as 
if we had te^i the things that -we lelitve, and is there- 
fore to produce the same effect. This ia a principle to 
which our common sense subscribes ; for if we were to 
assure any man that a certain fact existed, and re- 
quire him to act as he certainly would if be had seen 
it himself, what reason could he give for refusing ? 
None, but that he doubted it, that he was not sure of 
its existence. 

Thus, then, if we believe those things sincerely, 
from our heart and soul — if we are not dissembling 
with God and deceiving ourselves, our belief of these 
things must be as if we had seen them; our belief of 
the threats and the promises of God must be aa if we 
witnessed them actually fulfilled. 

Our inquiry, then, naturally is, what would be the 
ease if we really bdield them ? Suppose that we were 

suddenly conveyed into the world of spirits, and 
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it was given unto you to see the strange doingB of 
fiiturity; BuppoBe the curtain withdrawn that conceali 
them ftom view, when you should behold a " great 
" white throne, and Him who aat upon it, from whose 
" face the earth and the heaven Bed away, and there 
" was no place found for them ;" thousand thousands 
ministering unto him ; the judgment set, and the 
bookB opened ; when you should hear the trumpet 
sound, and in a moment, in the twinkling of an eye, 
the dead, smatl and great, should stand before God, to 
be judged out of those things that are written in the 
book ; (for all this is actually in the word of God ; of 
aU this, faith is the substance and the evidence ;) and 
then, when you should find that " without holiness 
" no man could see the Lord," that none hut the 
" pure in heart should see God," and that it was the 
secrets of men's hearts that God judged in that day, 
and that for every idle word they must give account, 
and that every mouth was stopped, and naturally 
" all the world was guilty before God;" and that by 
" the deeds of the law no flesh was justified in bis 
" sight ;" (for all this is actually in the word of God, 
and of all this, feith is the substance and the evi- 
dence;) and then, when jou should find, that " with- 
" out shedding of blood there is no remission," and 
that there was but one Mediator between God and 
man ; when you should perceive that there was then 
" one name," and but "one name under heaven by 
" which men must be saved," and it was inquired 
whether '■ every one that named that name had 



" departed from iniquity ;" and that, in coneequence, 
he " separated one from the other, as a shepherd 
" divideth the sheep from the goats;" that on the 
left were those who walked after the flesh, and those 
who were guilty of " adultery, fornication, unclean- 
" ness, laaciviouaness, hatred, variance, emulation, 
" wrath, strife, sedition, heresies, enyyinga, murder, 
" drunkenness, revelling, and Buch like ;" and that on 
the right were those " who walked afler the Spirit," 
and who " brought forth love, joy, peace, long-suffer- 
" ing, gentleness, goodness, faith, meekness, temper- 
" ance ;" and when you should hear him say to those 
on his left, " Depart, ye cursed, into everlasting (ire, 
prepared for the deyil and his angels;" and to those on 
his right, " Come, ye blessed children of my Father, 
" inherit the kingdom prepared for you from the 
" foundation of the world :" {for all these things are 
actually in the word of God, and of all this, faith is 
the substance and the evidence ;} and then, when this 
scene was closed, if you were to follow tliose two dif- 
feieot classes of men, to the abode that was to be 
theirs to all eternity, — what would be your sensa- 
tions? When first you should visit the mansions of 
ererlaatiDg misery, and should behold " indignation 
" and wrath, tribulation and anguish, upon the souls 
" of those who had done evil ;" when, through the 
regions of outer darkness, you should hear " weeping 
" and gnashing of teeth," and should discern through 
the gloom the writhings of the worm that dieth not, 
and the waving of the flame that shall never be 
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quenched: and when, in the second place, you ahould 
enter the heavenly Jerusalem, and should be saluted 
at the first step with the aweet melody of angels over 
" sinners that had repented," and should see the Lord 
God wiping away all tears from their eyes ; where 
there was no more death, neither sorrow, nor crying, 
neither shall there be any more pain for ever; where 
they shall hunger no more, neither thirst any more; 
where the city hath no need of sun or moon to shine 
in it J for the glory of God lightens it, and the Lamb 
ia the light thereof; when you should aee there the 
pure river of the water of life, "and in the midst of 
" the street of that city, the tree of life, and the Lamb 
" that is in the midst of the throne feeding them, and 
" leading them unto fountains of water;" and should 
hear them sing a new song before the throne, which 
no man could learn, save those that are redeemed 
from the earth ; (for all this is actually in the word 
of God, and of all this, faith is the substance and the 
evidence;) — now, after having tiiiis looked into fii- 
turity, and taken" a view of the objects of your faith, 
Buppoae you again alight upon earth, and return to the 
company of human beings, and the pursoita of your 
ordinary occupation,- — ^wbat a changed man would you 
be ! what a new aspect would the earth wear, and all 
the objects by which you are surrounded 1 what new 
conceptions would you form of happiness and misery! 
what new desires, nay, what new passions would you 
find, as it were, introduced into your heart 1 what a 
stranger would you find yourself in the midst of those 
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things among which you were perfectly at hoi 
" How is the gold become dim, how is the moat fine 
" gold changed !" " How are the riches corrupted, and 
" the garmentfl moth-eaten 1" How poor is wealth, 
and how mean are honours 1 For when you looked 
on them, then would occur to you the riches you had 
gazed on in the heavenly Jerusalem — the glories by 
which it was illurainated. 

With what horror would you then loot on the 
drunken revel and the wanton debauch ; for, the mo- 
ment they presented themselves before you, the groans 
would sound in your ears that you had heard from the 
bottomless pit. When you heard the laugh of wild 
intemperance and frantic intoxication, it would be 
drowned in the shrieks of the damned, that would be 
still echoing about you ; and if you heard a fellow- 
creature sin, whether against yourself or not, no mat- 
ter, (you have just seen what will make you tlilnk 
Tery lightly of all earthly pains and injuries,) what 
would be uppermost in your minds ? Any little petty 
rancour, any little mean revenge, or any cold and un- 
heeding indifference ? No ; hut you would think of 
the terrible portion which that man was earning for 
himself in " the lake that burns with everlasting brim- 
" stone," and you would fly to " snatch him as a 
« brand from the burning ;" you would look upon all 
around you with a most anxious and afi'ectionate in- 
terest, recollecting that they were all heirs of the hap- 
piness or misery which you had just been witnessing 
in the other world ; you would be to them a prophet. 



an evangelistj an apostl«, — " the voice of one ci-ymg 
" in the wilderness;" — you would summon all your 
powers to teach them the things that belong unto 
their peace, to unlock to them heaven and hell; to 
describe the horrors you had beheld in the one, and 
the glories you had seen in the other. 

And then with what new eyes would you look 
upon sin ! How many things would then appear 
awful sins, which you before overiooked and under- 
valued, when you recollected that " for every idle 
" word that a man spoke, God brought him into judg- 
" ment ;" — ^when you recollected that it was the secrrts 
of men's hearts that you saw God judging — that you 
eaw him untwisting a man's very heart-strings, and 
finding what was enclosed within ; " for the word of 
" God is f[uick and powerful, and sharper than any 
" two-edged sword, piercing even to the dividing 
" asunder the joints and marrow, the soul and spirit, 
" and is a discemer of the thoughts and intents of the 

Little would you then think of giving gentle names 
to sins which may appear light and pardonable in your 
own eyes, when you recollected how they stained and 
corrupted the soul in the eyes of Him " who ia of 
" purer eyes than to behold iniquity." 

How then would your conversation become purified, 
refined, and exalted : and if jou found any corrupt 
comrnunication proceeding out of your mouth, how 
would you check it like poison, when you would re- 
collect the songs of blessed spirits that you had beard 



above ! and you would think, — Can I hope with such 
lips as theae to join the ranks of those whom I heard 
crying, " HoJy, holy, holy ?" And then how would 
the very innocent pleaaures of life sink la your esti- 
mation, when you thought of those pleasures you had 
Been at the right hand of God. How would you fear 
lest they should become uppermost in your heart, and 
engage your best and choicest afl'ections, and thus you 
should be tempted to choose your portion upon earth, 
and forfeit your treasure which is in heaven : " for 
*' where your treasure is, there will your iieart be also I" 
Not " the harp or the viol, tabret or the pipe, or the 
wine," would make you " forget the work of the 
Lord, or the operation of his hands ;" " but your right 
" hand would forget her cunning, yea, your tongue 
" would cleave to the roof of your mouth, ere you 
"preferred not Jerusalem in your mirth I" You 
would feel yourself a stranger and a pilgrim on the 
earth — a citizen of a far distant country, an exile 
from your native land; and you would often steal 
from the company of the foreigner, to think of the 
beauties of your home, — its loved and delightful inha- 
bitants, — to cast a longing, lingering look towards its 
shores, and meditate sweetly upon your return. Such 
would you be, if you had actually seen those things of 
which your faith is the substance and the evidence; 
and therefore such mint you be, if you really believe 
these truths. 

And now let each man compare what he is with 
what we have just found he wuvid be, if he had seen 
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what he professes to belUve. And are you like it ? 
Is there any striking resemblance 1 No doubt the 
impressions would be much more lively and powerful 
if they had been actually seen. It is scarcely to be 
expected that we should attain so great a degree of 
spiritual excellence, as if we had seen them face to 
face ; but the simple question that every man of plain 
common sense has to ask himself, is this — Whether 
there is to be ao very great a difference between a 
man who had seen these things, and a man who from 
his heart and soul believed these things to be true, and 
that one day or other he ikall see these things ? Is 
your life (I will not say equal to, but is it) liie that 
which we have been just describing! Does it fall 
short of it in degree, not in Hnd ? or (what is the 
true and most important question) is it continualli/ 
approaching it ? Is it more and more like it, though 
you may not hope to attain it on this side of the 
grave? Remember, there were two different men 
that applied to our Saviour for relief; tliey were both 
fathers, and came to ask it for their children. As 
soon as Christ had said to one of them, " Thy son 
" liveth," lie went hia way, believing the word that 
' JesuB spake, and accordingly he found hia son fully 
restored ; — now this man's faith, in thii instance, was 
the substance of what he hoped for, the perfect evi- 
dence of what he had not seen. But when Christ 
asked the other father, " Belieyest thou that I am 
able to do this thing ?" the father answered, with 
tears in his eyes, " Lord, I believe ; help thou mine 



" unbelief !" He felt that bis faith was not aa it should 
be, that it was not the evidence of what he did not 
Bee; but he felt humbled under the sense of his weak- 
ness, eager to have It remedied and removed, — and he 
prayed wiOi aU liis hea>-t that his faith might be con- 
firmed and invigorated. And was he disappointed? 
The good and benevolent Being who never yet re- 
jected the prayer of humble earnestness, said unto 
him, even as unto ihe other, ■" Thy son liveth." 

But there is an actual difference between the com- 
mon faith of a man of the world and of a real and ' 
genuine Christian. The one is the business of a mo- 
ment : it begins and ends witli a repetition of his 
creed — it is despatched in the service of the day. But 
with the other it is a living principle, always growing 
and increasing, always approaching the state of one 
who had actually seen what he believes, and of course, 
controlling, directing, and animating his whole con- 
duct. He will always have those future things which 
God has assured him he shall one day behold, so 
fully before him, as to have all the effect of reality 
upon his life and conversation. Juet conceive what 
would be your manner of speaking and acting, if on 
every Sabbath, instead of coming to iiear of these 
truths, you had them actually disclosed to your con- 
templation ; would you spend the ensuing week as 
you now intend to spend it? and yet be assured you 
do not virtually believe these truths, unless your faith 
in some degree performs the office of your sight, and 
discloses heaven and hell before you. 
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But do not mistake ; as your faith improTea and 

advances, it will lose more of the threale and the ter- 
rorg of religion, and draw closer and closer to its /u>pe», 
its promites, its pleasures, and enjoyments ; for observe, 
laith is not described to be the substance of things 
feared, but the "substance of things hoped for." For 
after the soul of a sinner has been thoroughly awaken- 
ed both to its guilt and its danger, and has fled from 
God's justice to the love of a Redeemer, it soon forgets 
the punishment from which it is escaping, in the glo- 
ries to which it is approaching ; and though fajth re- 
presents before us both heaven and hell, yet as the 
spirit advances in its path of duty, and rises upwards 
towards its God, the mansions of misery are left far- 
ther and farther beneath ; the flames grow fainter, and 
the groans die away; while, at the same time, the 
gates of heaven are more clearly discerned, and the 
voices of the redeemed more distinctly heard. 

Thus fear gives way to hope; and the Christian 
who has taken up hia cross, and followed his Re- 
deemer, has seldom to look behind at the wrath that 
he is escaping, but onward and upward, at the Saviour 
who is his hope and his conductor. This is the grand 
practical principle of the Gospel, the moving-spring of 
the Christian's duty, and the rich fountain of hia obe- 
dience; that faith which displays his Redeemer as 
actually present, and the glorious blessings wliich he 
hath purchased, full in view. This is no fable, no 
nice tonciful speculation ; it is a principle that has 
been acted upon since the foundation of the worlij 
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r before U9 contatTis a Bpleitdid catalogue 
ted, inspired, and invigorated by 
-men that " forsook their coon- 
" try," went out, not knowing whitber they went, and 
became straDgera and pilgrims upon the earth — Abra- 
ham and all the patriarchs ; men who, through the 
distance of a thousand years, saw the Redeemer afar 
off, belbre he had descended upon earth, and followed 
the bare and distant primiiie of God, as if it were tlie 
full and living substance i they submitted to exile, 
suffering, and reproach ; and what is the reason that 
is assigned ? " As seeing Him who is invisible." The 
Redeemer, to them, was a dim and twinkling star ; 
and yet cheerfully and gratefully did they steer their 
lonely course by its mild and sacred influence. But 
upon us the Siin of Righieousnesi has risen. 

The apostle (after closing his glorious list of those 
vho saw Uim that was invisible, long before he came,) 
turns round upon those who believe that ke has come, 
and summons them to imitate their example : " Where- 
" fore, seeing we are compassed with so great a cloud 
" of witnesses, let us lay aside every weight, and the 
" sin that doth so easily beset us : and let us run with 
" patience the race that is set before us, looking unto 
" Jesus, the author and the finisher of our feith," 
unto Jesus — who was invisible ! 

And gloriously did he who tells you that your 
" fwth must be the substance of things hoped for," 
and who summons you to look unto the invisible Re- 
ei — gloriously did he fulfil his own injunction; 



for, looking unto him, did he and the whole company 
of the apoBttee, and the glorious army of martyrs, 
precipitate themselves through peril, persecution, and 
death. The description of what they suffered niakei 
the blood run cold ; — and yet how do they speak of 
it ? " This ligU affliction ! this light affliction, which 
" endureth hut for a moment, worketh for us a far 
" more exceeding and eternal weight of glory ; while 
" we look not at the things which are seen, but at the 
" things which are not seen." It was by looking at 
things invisible as if actually present that they 
proved more tlian conquerors in all their struggles. 

Another of that glorious company, exhorting his 
converts to give trial of their faith, points to Him that 
is inviiible — "whom having not seen, ye love; in 
" whom, though now ye eee him not, yet believing, ye 
" rejoice witK joy unspeakable and full of glory." 

May we, as we value the aoula that he has pur- 
chased-— as we value the blessings that he offers, so 
keep him living in our view, that we may run the race 
that is set before us ; and whether it be our destiny Ifl 
perish by the slow and icy totic/i of disease, or by the 
angry violence of man, — or, if he send forth his light- 
nings to summon ua, at one Jlash, into his presence, 
may they strike us with our eye fixed upon " Him 
that is invisible !"* 



" This eloiing sentence ia from another oripoal m 
tha aame eennan, and, in some napecl, HiSen fi'sm that in foniiH 
edidoni. — Ed, 
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If a man were suddenly asked, To what created 
being he would compare the Almighty ; what object 
among all those that surrounded him, he conceived to 
have been originally intended by its Creator for hia 
peculiar image and representative ! he would probably 
point to the sun, and would say, that there he saw 
God at once most faithfully and moat gloriously re- 
presented. He would say, that in it we seemed " to 
" live, and move, and have our being ;" that every- 
where, and at every moment, its influence is felt ; 
that it appears to possess the power of calling things 
into existence, and of consigning them to nothing 
^ain; that all creation seems to depend upon it for 
sustenance, comfort, and enjoyment ; that by its kind 
and gracious light we become acquainted with each 
Other, and with the objects by which we are sur- 
rounded L that it both gives us all that we enjoy, and 
afterwards enables us to enjoy it ; and that, like its 
Almighty Creator, it has no respect of persons, but 
icattert its rich blessings abroad with generoiis and 
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impartial liberality. This would be a very natural 
answer : and thua we iind that the first kind of idola- 
try of which men were guilty, was the worship of the 
Bun ; and in some nations it is still continued, and he 
is there regarded not so much the imafft of the Di- 
Tinity, as the Divinity himself. 

But there woi a time when there was a more mag- 
nificent repreBentatiTe of the Godhead. There teas & 
time when we were preferred before the sun, and tlie 
moon, and the host of heaven. But a little before, 
God had formed the sun, and the stars, and the fir- 
mament, and he saw that they were good ; and yet 
not one of these did he pronounce his image, — and at 
if he thought he was coming to a greater work than 
all before, and one in -which he felt himself more par- 
ticularly interested, he seems to prepare Himtdf for 
our creation, — " Let u.a make man in our own image," 
For the production of inferior animated beings, he was 
contented to employ inferior agents ; wlien he would 
create other living things, he commands the waters 
and the earth to produce them. " Let the waUrt 
" bring forth abundantly the moving creature that 
" hath life, and fowl that may fly above the earth in 
" the open firmament of heaven ; — and let the earth 
" bring forth the living creature after hia kind, and 
" cattle, and creeping thing, and beasts of the earth 
" after their kind." But when he comes to man, he 
seems to me to the work Mimaelf; " Let us make 
" man in out own image." He appears to have taken 
great and unbounded delight in the production of 
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mankind. The blessing which he pronounced upon 
him is repeated a, second time, as if he felt peculiar 
pleasure in hestowing it ; and when hia work was 
finished he looked with fondness upon the image of 
himself that he had made, and pronounced it to be 
very good ; it is as if he had said, " I give you a por- 
" tion of nay glory and my character ; I consign it into 
" your hands and your care. Bahold, I gave the sun 
" a portion of my light, and bade him go forth with it 
" into the world as my gervant and my minister; but 
" I give i/oii a share of my attributes and my immor- 
" tality, and my everlasting blessing is upon you if 
" you fulfil the trust." — Which of us will now stand 
forward and claim the fulfilment ? 

Thie image — this beautiful image has been long 
since ahivered and disfigured ; but ha fragToenta re- 
main to testify that it once existed. There is in the 
hearts of men a testimony that they shall live for 
ever \ a. voice that echoes through futurity ; a sense 
that they shall see strange things in another world ; 
thoughts that wander through eternity, and find no 
retting place. This is a fragment of God's image, a 
ahattered remnant of his immortality, and it is there 
to testify against us ; for if it had been perfect, no- 
thing would be more delightful than to think that we 
ihould live for ever ; to look forward into brighter 
scenes, and rejoice in the glory that should be re- 
vealed. All the gold of Arabia would not be worth 
one hour's excursion of the rnind of man into the 
repons of futurity. For ever and for ever would his 



mind be reaching forward, and dwelling with fondness 
upon the thougjit, that never, from age to age, when 
time ahouid be no raoK, should he cease from being. 
The pleasures of the spirits that walk to and fro in 
the light of God's countenance, and circle his throne 
rejoicing, would crowd his fancy and delight his hopes. 
Visions of celestial happiness would visit him m 
dreams of the night, and, compared with the dim find 
distant perspective of eternity, all earthly things would 
seem " weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable." And 
■what is the fact ? Let every man judge himself bow 
his natural heart shrinks from the contemplation of a. 
future state of being ; liow he shudders to look into 
eternity, as into some dreary and bottomless pit 
What a cold and dismal thing does immortality ap- 
pear; and what a refreshment it is to his spirits to 
withdraw his thoughts from the consideration, and 
return to his beloved earth I And then, only observe 
with what eagerness and desperation he gives up soul 
and body to the pursuit of things which he knows full 
well will soon be to him as if ihey had never been. 
And yet, this man, if you were to ask him the ques- 
tion, would tell you, that he expected to live for ever; 
and that when his body was mouldering in the dust 
from which it was taken, his soul would plunge into 
an ocean of spirits without bottom and without shore. 
This he would tell you gravely, as a matter of course. 
And then only observe him for one week or for one 
day, or for this day, which has been sanctified to im- 
mortal purposes, and you will find his cares, his hopes. 
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hiB fears, his wishes, his afTectioiDi, busied and bustling 
about this little span of earth, and this little measure 
of time which he occupies : and death finds this im- 
mortal being making playthings of sand, and carries 
him Bway from them all, Into a land where they shall 
all be forgotten. This la 3 strange and astonishing 
contradiction, — the only thing that looks like a blun- 
der through all the works of nature. Everything 
else seems to know its appointed time and its appoint- 
ed place ; — the sun knows his place in the heavens, 
he does his duty in the firmament, and brings round 
the seasons in their order, and the ocean knows the 
boundaries beyond which it must not dare to pass ; — 
every animal knows the home that kind nature hat; 
provided — "the ox knoweth his owner, and the ass 
"his master's crib: but Israel doth not know; my 
" people doth not consider." Among all the creatures 
that surround us, vie are the only beings that look 
not to our native home ; the only beings that seem to 
have broken the lawa of nature ; to have forgotten our 
owner, and the mansions of our Father's house. This 
naked expectation of immortality, while we see no 
beauty in it, that we should desire it — while we are 
feeding on ashes, and have lost our relisfi for immor- 
tal food — is one of the fragments of God's image ; 
it shews that it once existed, and that it now is 
broken. 

But look again, and observe all the astonishing 
Acuities of man; his reason, his memory, his imagin- 
ation. Observe only how he can, as it were, take 



knowledge by Tiolencej how he can lock it up in his 
memory, and keep it in store for his use ; with what 
qiiickneBB and ingenuity he can invent and contrive ; 
with what judgment he can weigh, and deliberate, and 
decide; how he can extort nature's secrets, how he 
can penetmte into the distant works of God, and in- 
form when the sun shall be darkened, and when the 
moon shall refuse to give her light. 

Consider all these astoniahing faculties, worthy of 
the master-piece of Goil, and then look at the brutal 
and abominable passions that blacken and deface his 
soul ; look at this same immortal creature, beautified 
with all the gifts of the Almighty, blotting out the 
very understanding with which he has been glorified, 
by a drunkenness of which brutea are incapable ; nay, 
sometimes " glorying in his shame," and boasting of 
having thus spoiled the good work of God I Observe 
him next, inflamed with lust, and plunged into pro- 
fligacy and debauchery, and making the eternal soul, 
that has been armed with such glorious faculties, the 
servant and slave of his perishable body. Observe 
him rioting in hatred, malignity, and revenge, and 
admitting the dark passions of an evil spirit into the 
soul that the Almighty had made to be an habitation 
for himself. 

Measure now this creature with himself; the won- 
derful powers of his mind, the grasp of hia memoiy, 
the lightning of hia invention, with the depravity of 
which the beast of the field ia incapable; the impurity 
that brings his soul into bondage to his body, the 
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malice and revenge that make him an abode of the 
spirit of darkness. Truly " the wild beasts are in our 
" ruins, and the dragons are in our pleasant places." 
Theae are fragments of an image that was beautiful ; 
enough to show that it once existed, and that now it 
is broken. 

And amongst these ruins there is a voice sometimes 
heard, like the spirit of a departed Inhabitant, un- 
willing to leave even the ruins of the palace which 
he once had occupied ; a voice that " reasons of right- 
eouBnesB, temperance, and judgment to come ;" that 
aometimea catches the ear in the momentary stillness 
of the day, and still more in the dead of the night, be- 
fore "deep sleep falleth upon men"; but, like the 
murmur of a ghost, men cannot bear to listen to it, 
but hurry out of its reach. And thus does conscience 
sometimes remind us of former days, of hours of sin, 
of time squandered away that can never be recovered, 
of an impure heart, of a worldly and carnal mind, 
and proves that it is a remnant of God; for it tells 
u^ " that for all theae things, God will bring us into 
"judgment." 

But, alas ! it does no more than reproach and coii- 
dtmn ; for, alas I it cannot change an old heart ; it 
cannot " create a new spirit "within us !" it cannot 
ntise our afTections from the dust upon which we are 
treading ; it cannot till us with heavenly dispositions ; 
it cannot make ua look forward with delight to scenes 
of future glory. Alas I this ia beyond the power of 
conscience ; it serves to reproach, but cannot restore ; 
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— it is but a OHOST among the ruins, — but a voice 
among the tombs ; it is a poor remnant of what once 
waa a living image of the Almighty ; enough to show 
that it once existed, and that now it is broken. 

But again, observe him gifted with the power of 
speech, the power of communicating thought for 
thought, and circulating knowledge, and truth, and 
love through all his fellow-creatures. Just conceive 
for one moment what he would be without it; how 
black, how ignorant, how dreary, how comfortless ! — 
where would then be mutual assistance, mutual ad- 
vice, the communication of knowledge, the interchange 
of affection ? Observe man, the only created being 
endowed with this glorious faculty, and then consider 
the use that he has made of it. Listen to the curses 
and the blasphemy agwnst the very Being who be- 
stowed it, who gave it, that it might rise before the 
throne in hallelujahs. Then hear the falsehood, the 
deceit, the prevarication issuing through the channel 
where truth should fur ever flow ; then hear the 
impure and wanton jest that circulates poison, and 
nurses and assists the natural corruption of the heart, 
when (God knows I) it has enough to corrupt and 
brutalise it within; then listen to the scandal, the 
malice, the invective, and the recrimination, upon tlie 
tongue to which God gave the eloquence of affection 
and benevolence, and the music of pity and consola- 
tion ; then attend to the lips that can be eloquent and 
voluble on every subject but one,— that can descant 
on the market and its prices, on the world and itj 
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fashions and its politicB, nay, on every little impulse 
of the feelings, and eyery fine-spun sentiment of the 
mind ; but if the great God intrudes into conversa- 
tion, his ways or his dispensations, his mercies and hie 
loving kindnesses, the tide begins to ebb, the glow of 
society dies away, and the cold and heartless silence 
betrays that an unwelcome stranger has made hia ap- 
pearance. Truly this is a magnificent/rw?meji(of that 
illustriouB image ; enough to show that it once exist- 
ed, and that now it is shivered and broken. 

Alas ! it is no wonder that when God looked again 
upon the earth, and saw the w^ckedness of man, that 
he said, " I will destroy man from off the face of the 
" earth." Nor was he deterred from doing so by the 
multitude that it overwhelmed in ruin. In those 
days, no doubt, they compared themselves with one 
another; no doubt they said, "We are all tolerably 
" alike ! none of us is tingularly wicked ; if God 
•* punishes me, he must punish the rest of mankind 
" along with me." But did God therefore withhold 
his hand 1 No ; but it is stated as the very reason of ' | 
bis vengeance, that all the earth was sunk in wicked- 
ness ; and their guilt was a^ravated by the very cir- 
cumatanee that they countenanced each other in their 
Bin, and thus joined in a kind of deliberate rebellion 
against his authority. 

But, even leaving punishment out of the account, 
conceive what must be the natural consequence of 
having, as it were, disappointed the object of our 
creation, and of having run counter to God's original 
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intention. Must not tlie natural end of those things 
be ruin ? But, " Thou tumest man to destruction : 
" again thou Bayeat, Come again, ye children of men." 
The Creator said once more, " Let us make man in 
" our own image ;" and he came down himself from 
heaven to create him a second time. He left his bright 
and glorious abode on high, for ug poor and wretched 
wanderers, who had not only forsaken his good and 
pleasant paths, but had actually foi^otten that we 
needed one to bring us back again ; who were ao de- 
generated as to have forgotten our degeneracy ; and he 
came to create us anew, and he came as *' a man of 
sorrows, and acquainted with grief:" that we might 
once more become the image of God, he was contented 
to come himself in the image of man ; and by that 
stupendous atonement upon the cross, — by that sacri- 
fice, which will he regarded with astonishment by 
men and angels to all eternity, he has accomplished 
his new work of creation. We are told that " our old 
" man was crucified with him;" so that we are to 
" put off, according to the former conversation, the 
" old man, which is corrupt according to the deceitful 
" lusts, and put on the new man, which after God is 
" created in righteousness and true holiness." We are 
declared expressly to be " God's workmanship, created 
aTlew in Christ Jesua Tinto good workt." 

But how is it, you will say, that the death of 
Christ becomes second life to us 1 How is it that his 
RufFerings can create us anew ? By tliis one sacrifice 
he bore in his own person the punishment due to our 



" He was wounded for our transgreaaiona, he 
B bruUed for our iniquities : the chastisement of 
" our peace was upon him; and by his stripes we are 
" healed. All we, like ulieep, have gone aatray ; we 
" turned every one to his own way ; and the Lord 
" hath laid on him the iniquity of us all." By this 
flatiafaction to his justice, the communication was once 
more opened between God and man ; for we are told, 
" That God was in Christ, reconciling the world unto 
" himaeir, not imputing their treapasaes ;" and through 
hia merits, his atonement, and his intercession, the gift 
of the Holy Spirit was procured, by which the image 
of God may be again stamped upon our hearts, and our 
souls moulded into a reeemblance to Him " who is of 
" purer eyes than to behold iniquity." Thus does 
God again " breathe into his nostrils the breath of life, 
"and man again become a living soul." Him that 
Cometh to this good Creator, he " will in no wise cast 
" out ;" " for as God liveth, ho willeth not the death 
"of a sinner." 

But we must come, deeply aenaible of our want of a 
renewing spirit and of a purifying influence. God will 
not cast his pearls before swine, " lest they trample 
them under foot," We must leam our lost and 
mined state. We must feel that our natural hearts 
have wandered far from him who is the only fountain 
of all that is good; that we have followed our own 
ways and our own imaginations, and that we are un- 
able to recover ourselves from the broad way that 
leadeth to destruction ; for it is not a few partial 
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changes, a Jew uns now and tLen forEaken, that can 
reBtore ua to our former glorious state. Alas ! the 
poison has sunk deeper : it has mixed with our heart a 
hlood, and penetrated into our vitals. If we do not 
feel thoa naturally corrupt and helpless, and that we 
need a higher power than our own to change, to 
strengthen, and to purify — let us »ave ourselves; let 
us not call ourselves by the name of Christ ; let us act 
a bold, manly, and a consistent part ; renounce him, 
and declare honestly that by our own strength will we 
stand or fall ; that by ourselves we are willing to en- 
counter the burning eye of God ; that we are able to 
deliver ourselves from that justice which demands 
lijood for sin ; and that we can change and purify our 
own hearts, and of ourselves mould them into the 
image of the Almighty. 

But if we feel ourselves truly unable either to 
escape from punishment or to qualify ourselves for 
heaven, let us come with an humble and contrite 
spirit to Him who died that he might give gifts unto 
men, and submit ourselves to his creative influence. 
" A bruised reed will he not break." " He will gather 
" the lambs with his arms." As we look to him with 
prayer, and converse with him through his Guspel, we 
shall And new and better dispositions growing within 
ua, — holier habits of thought collecting and increasing, 
— a new interest excited witliin ua about things re- 
garded before with indifference,^ a power over sin that 
is an earnest of future triumphs, — a pleasure in study- 
ing the Divine dispenaationsj and discovering fresh 
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tr&ceB of wUdom and goodness where others see nothing 
but what ia gloomy and unintelligible, — and an ac- 
tivity in the fulfilment of every duty to God and man. 
And then " to him that hath ahaJl be given ;" — our 
progress in grace and obedience ivijl every day become 
easier and more delightful, — our perceptions of future 
and invisible things will become more lively, and our 
affections will be set upon things eternal in the hea- 
vens, where Christ sitteth at the right hand of God, 
Those subjects of thought which we before considered 
cheerless and tiresome, will wear a beauty that was 
before unpereeived: — and the obedience that before 
appeared irksome and insupportable will become our 
light yoke and our easy burden. We shall be able to 
measure our advance, by keeping our eyes steadfastly 
fixed upon him, who came to new-creato us by his 
Spirit into the image of God ; who was himself the 
express image of the Father, sollened down to human 
comprehension and human imitation. By keeping our 
eye upon that holy and divine Redeemer as our pat- 
tern, and as the source of our means of conforming to 
it; by constantly asking ourselves the solemn and 
humiliating question — " Is it thus that Christ would 
" have thought, or said, or acted ? — or is this the 
" temper by which he would have been actuated V 
— can we alone attain even the faintest resemblance. 
However short we may be of our divine original, we 
must not dare to take any human pattern. Even the 
devoted Paul said, " Be ye followers of me as I am of 
" Chriet." Divine and delightful Redeemer 1 who 
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didst turn from thy bright course among the stan 
unto the v^Uey of the shadow of death for our sake, — 
Buffer us not — suffer us not to think it too much to 
turn from the broad way that leadeth to destruction, 
to meet thee in thy career of mercy I Suffer us not 
to look at thee only to hate thy beams, that hring 
to our remembrance what we were — from what 
height fallen ! but change us by thy light and thy 
Spirit to thine own glorious image ; " and whea wo 
" awake up after thy likeness, we shall be satisfied 
" with it." 
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71* iMgdim of Hiaam it liie mto treaam hid in a fM, Ou 
vhkb irAen a man bath found, he kidelh, and far jag Iherx/ ] 
gaeth, ami idUIA ailUiot he iulA, and ^^ ihui field. 

This is our Saviour's account of tlie kingdom of 1 
Heaven. The great body of mankind appear to differ I 
with him in opinion. They do not seem to agree 
with him in either of the two points tliat he has here 
stated ; — neither acknowledging, that the kingdom of 
Heaven is a hidden treasure ; nor admitting that, even 
when discovered, it may cost a man all that he haa to 
attain it. That they are of a different opinion from 
our Saviour upon these aubjects scarcely requirea a 
proof. The case between them may be briefly stated 
thus : — According to him, the kingdom of Heaven ia a 
hidden treasure. Salvation ia a treasure which ia 
naturally none of ours. Among all the riches that 
nature has scattered over the surface of the world, it 
ia not to be found.— If we would find it, we muat 
turn our back upon them all ; and seek for it aa if we 
were diving into the bowels -of the earth. But what 
sa^ the world i So far from regarding everlasting 



life BB a hidden treasure which thejraiut use all their 
power and diligence to explore, they consider it to be 
eomething that they may stoop for in their huny 
tliTough life, without either checking their speed, or 
turning aside either to the right hand or to the left. 
If they really and soberly believed that eternal life 
was Bomething that was naturally hidden from them, 
and which they must turn out of their way to look 
for, or perish for ever, it seems impossible that they 
could go wandering up and down the face of the earth 
in search of other objects, with the weight of such a 
conviction as this hanging heavy upon their souls. 
With such a thought as this following them, like a 
spectre, through life, — gliding by them during the 
businasB of the day, — glaring upon them in the repose 
of the night, — what strength or what spirits would 
these wretched men have to go on snatching those 
things, the end of which they knew to be death? 

And yet, look back at the world from which you 
have now for a few momenta escaped, and to which 
you will soon, in a few momenta, return ; and recol- 
lect, — liow many do you imagine have ever stopped 
short in the middle of their career, and for even one 
day have looked round for salvation ; — who hare 
stepped aside out of the world as it was sweeping 
along, and have returned to seek for the solitary spot 
where the treasures of mercy and immortality were 
concealed ? Nay, rather, liow many do you recollect, 
who were following every ol>ject of human pursuit 
except this one — that is worth them a 




how many of them would look at you aa a strange 
man, who had taken up wild and fanciful notions, if 
you were to ask them a plain question, that shall be 
put to them at the day of judgment, — " Did you seek 
Jint the kingdom of God, and his righteousness ?" 
Truly, if they seek a kingdom of Heaven, it cannot 
be that of which our Saviour speaks, for " that is a 
hidden treasure:" truly, if they find a kingdom of 
Heaven, it must be a new one of their own discovery, 
— they must stumble upon it in the highway, and 
meet it in the markets ; but let them not look for that 
which he has promised, far, alas ! it lies not in the 
wide gate, and the broad way ; for, if we believe him, 
lAe^lead to destruction. And if you will trust for sal- 
vation to your generous Redeemer, who paid himself, 
body and blood, for you, rather than to the hollow- 
hearted world, that would wring tjie last pittance 
from your dying grasp before it was cold, you must 
retire from the broad and beaten track where the 
world is driving along in pursuit of all its vanities, 
and seek for the treasure that God has buried ; and, as 
you approach the spot, be sure to put your shoes from 
off your feet, for " the place where yeu stand is holy 
" ground r" you must leave earth and earthly things 
behind you, for, remember, you are looking for the 
kingdom of Heaven. 

Observe the reason why the treasure is bidden. la 
it that your Almighty Father is unwilling that you 
should attain it 1 Is it that he lakes pleasure n your 
destruction ? Or is it that he apprehends his richee 
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may be expended, his beneficence impoverished, his 
store of mercies exhausted ? la he too unmindful of 
you to save you ? " Beliold he makes his sun to rise 
" on the juat and the unjust," Noj but if we observe 
the circumstances under which this very parable was 
delivered, we eliall learn why salvation is hidden from 
us : it was related, anio-ngst many other parables, to 
a vast multitude that covered the aea-ahore. The 
Bubjecta of which these parables treated were the most 
awful upon which the human mind and the human 
heart can be exercised :— the laws, the judgments, 
the dispensations of God; the duty of man in this 
atate ; his lot in that which ia to come. Yet from 
this multitude the kingdom of God was hid ; they im- 
derstood not what he spake ; though " they had eyes, 
" they saw not ; though they had ears, they heard 
" EOt ; and their hearts were hardened." The great 
truths of religion were sounding around them on every 
aide — and they attended not ; for they looked for an 
earthly prince, who should bring them riches, power, 
and dominion ; they looked for the kingdom of tliis 
world — they looked not for the kingdom of heaven ; 
and therefore was that treasure hid from them, be- 
cause they understood not its value ; they did not 
feel it to be a treasure. No : God will not " cast his 
pearls before swine," But come to him with a pro- 
found sense of the value of an immortal soul ; come 
to him with humble anxiety to learn where your trea- 
sure is buried, and he will not be wanting to you. If 
you lack wisdom, ask him ; for " he giveth to all men 
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" liberally, and upbraideth not." Take your Bible on 
the one side, and your heart on the other, and weigh 
them well together. Look in the one at the holinesa 
of God ; look in the other at the corruption and insig- 
nificance of man ; then prostrate yourself before your 
Father, and beseech him to show you the way of 8al> 
vation, — and he will not be wanting. There will be 
angels with you at midnight, who will descend upon 
you while you are studying his will, and tell you that 
"for you is bom a Saviour." He will command hja 
star to rise for you in the East, and it shall stand 
orer the place where your treasure lies. There go, and 
ye shall find that " which cannot be gotten for gold, 
" neither shall silver be weighed for the price thereof. 
" It cannot be valued with the gold of Ophir, with 
" the onyx, or the sapphire ; no mention shall be 
" made of corals or of pearls ; and the topaz of Ethiopia 
" cannot equal it." Take care how you undervalue 
this salvation ; for Tememley, and rememher again, 
that the reason why this treasure is hidden from any 
man is, — because he does not feel its value. If the 
kingdom of Heaven be hid from you; if Christ's atone- 
ment be not yours; if he be atill buried, and be not 
risen for you ; the reason is because you do not know 
its value ; for, to them that believe, " Christ crucified 
" is the power of God, and the wisdom of God." 

How then are we to know and feel its value? The 
first thing is evidently this ; to know and feel what 
sin is, in all its awful enormity ; for is it not evident, 
that we cannot estimate and embrace salvation unless 



yre are profoundly BensilDle of the danger from which 
■we are saved 1 Consult your own eommon-BeiiBe. Is 
it not folly to say, that you believe in Jesus Christ, 
and hope to be saved by hia blood from your sins, 
■when you are not fully sensible of the guilt of those 
siDS, and the punishment they would draw down upon 
your head ? Be assured God will not save those who 
do not deeply feel, frum the very bottom of their 
hearts, their want of a Saviour. If you do not feel it, 
aave yourself: but if yau think that too bold an un- 
dertaking, then away to your own heart, and know 
what it is to have offended Almighty God, and to 
have called for nothing less than the blood of Chrirt 
to purify it I Consider only the things you have 
done ; consider all your direct and deliberate trans- 
gressions of the Law of God, against which your own 
conscience exclaimed loudly, but in vain : consider all 
those tilings that you have left undone which you 
ought to have done, all your gilerit omissions ! — sina, 
many of which stole by you softly, without noise or 
alarm to your conscience, because you did not keep it 
alive and vigilant to your immortal concerns ; — awfiil 
and treacherous sins 1 because they gather as you 
count them, so that you know not how many are 
Iffihind; but, above all, consider that sin, which is the 
fountain of all other sin, the disposition of mind from 
which they flow,— the habitual forgetfulness of God ; 
the everlasting and uninterrupted transgression of the 
great Law of God to man,— "Thou shall love the 
" Lord thy God with all thy heart, with all thy soul, 
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" and with all thy strength." Then, when you have 1 
weighed thoae ains, and fallen down prostrate under 
the weight of them before your gracious Redeemer, 
amiltng your breast and saying, " God be merciful t> 
me a sinner 1" then will you be able to understand 
the value of that treasure which God haa bestowed, 
and then indeed will you feel the reason why it is 
buried and bidden from the rabble who are running 
headlong after riches, and pleasures, and honours, — 
because they do not feel their want of it. 

But though a senEO of sin, a broken and contrite 
heart, is the first and indispensable requisite to form- 
ing a just estimate of our redemption, and, therefore, 
to our taking the full advantage of it ; blessed be God ! 
it is not the only one. 

There is a second requisite behind : and what is it i 
The words before us will disclose : " which treasure 
" when a man hatli found, for joy thereof he goeth, 
" and selleth all that he hatli, and buyeth that field." 
The first, the necessary, the bitter requisite, is grief; 
grief for those sins that nailed the Son of God to the 
cross, and pierced his side. But the second is joy; 
joy that man cannot give, and man cannot take away. 
Now observe that this joy depends for its very exist- 
ence upon the sorrow that precedes it, and is in pro- 
portion to its extent ; for to say tliat we shall rejoice 
at a salvation from those sins which caused us no 
sorrow or no alarm, would be truly absurd ; and here i 
can we see how a Christian's sorrow and a Christian's 
joy go hand in hand ; and as '■ there is more joy in j 
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" heaven over one sinner that repenteth, than otct 
" ninety and nine who need no repentance ;" so is 
there more joy in the breast of that ainner over his 
own repentance, than will ever exist in the breast of 
those who fancy they need none. Let this convince 
uB how poor, how cold, how hardened are our hearts .' 
fi)r how few of us cari really remember to have 
rejoiced over the salvation which Christ has wrought 
for him, with half the delight which he has felt at 
Bome earthly success, some temporal advant^. Re- 
collect, there will be an hour of your life — the last — 
when the sweetest music that ever reached your ear 
would be the voice that would whisper with an 
authority from God, that "yours was the kingdom of 
" heaven," It would make the blood thrill freely 
again through the frame from which it was just ebbing 
and Bubeiditig : it would make the faint lips colour, 
and utter a gasp of thankfulness, that appeared to 
have been locked in everlasting silence ; it would make 
the eyes open with a gleam of joy, that appeared to 
have been closed for ever. Have you felt anything 
like this 1 

But beware how you mistake that joy which may 
mdicate that you have found that treasure. Behold! 
you will know it by its fruits; for, he who felt that 
joy, " went and sold all that he had," and bought that 
field. He made no bargain : he did not say, this 
much of the world will I keep, and thus much will I 
resign ; he did not say, I will keep my covetousness, 
but I will resign my sensuality : he did not say, I wiU 
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retain my drunterness, but will surrender my malice 
and revenge: but he comes humbly and devotedly, 
and flings down hia vices, hia passions, and his preju- 
dicea, before the throne of Almighty God, and says, 
" Take all, take everything, take what thou wilt, and 
" give me that which contains my salvation." 

It is true, men will laugh at his improvidence and 
simplicity ; and when tliey see him cheerfully relin- 
quishing the riches they so desperately pursue, and the 
pleaaurea of which they are so fondly enamoured, they 
mil esclaim. What a foolish bargain has thia man 
made in giving such a fine price for that barren field ! 
— but what will he care when he knows what it con- 
tains? Morning and evening will he retire to the 
solitary spot, and beseech his good Father to put a 
holy guard over the place, that no evil may come near, 
to rob him of hia hope and his happiness : and in the 
day will he watch, lest he should be plundered by that 
enemy, who knows ita value well, for he once enjoyed 
it and has lost it for ever. 

Yet do not conceive that he will remain in listless 
retirement and indolent medit-ation ; for in that trea- 
sure he will find the armour of righteousness, in which 
he will array himself on the right hand, and on the 
left; — from that treasure he will take the helmet of 
salvation and place it firmly upon his head r — from 
that will he gird himself with the sword of the Spirit, 
and his feet shall be shod with the preparation of the 
gospel of peace : — and at the time when men are 
fretting themselves about their hollow pleasures— for- 
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getting perliaps that such a being ever existed, — or 
remembering him only in ordet to ridicule the silly 
sacrifice that the poor man had made,— he will come 
out suddenly amongst them, all richly and gorgeously 
apparelled, to run his race of f^th, aod hope, and 
charity in the eyea of all mankind ; bo that men sh^ 
look at each other aghast, and shall say, as they did 
of him who is the author and giver of all these gifts, 
— " Is not this the son of a man like ourseivea ?" 
Whence hath this man all these things ? But they 
cannot long mistake whence it proceeds; — when such 
a light shines before men, they cannot but say, 
" Truly this ia God's work !" and many may be led to 
look for that treasure, which they see can produce 
such glorious riches. 
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Ip an inhabitant of some distant part of the uni- 
Tcrae, — some angel that had never visited the earth, 
bad been told that there was a world in which such 
an inTitation had been neglected and despised, he 
would surely say: — "The inhabitants of that world 
" must be a very happy people ; — there can be but 
" few among them that labour and are heavy-laden ; 
" — no doubt they must be strangers to poverty, sor- 
" row, and misfortune ; — the pestilence cannot come 
" nigh their dwellings, neither does death ever knock 
" at their doors ; — and, of course, they must be unac' 
« quunted with sin, and all the miseries that are its 
" everlasting companions." 

If such were our case, we might let our Bibles 
moulder into dust, and "refuse to hear the voice of 
" the charmer, charm he never so wisely ;" — even of 
him who aaya, " Come unto me, and I will give you 
" rest." So that the first thing we are naturally ted to 
conndei in this, as in every uther invitation, is the 
kind of persons to whom it ia addressed; for if we 



do not find that we correspond to the description, it 
would be a waste of time to espend any further con- 
sideration upon the subjeet. 

It is addressed to those that labour and are heavy- 
laden : so are all the promisee of the Gospel. They 
are all made in language of the fondest, the kindest, 
the most afTectionate consolation. It is language that 
could not be understood, that would be utterly un- 
meaning, if addressed to those who were perfectly at 
ease in their feelings, and had no weight upon their 
minds. To him that is at ease in his possessions, the 
Gospel speaks in a solemn and hollow voice ; " Thou 
" fool, this night thy soul may be required of thee, 
" and then, whose shall all those things be I" But to 
those whose hearts are disquieted within them, it 
speaks in a tone of the softest tenderness, and the 
most enchanting compassion. 

How is the office of our Redeemer described, first 
by the prophet, and afterwards by himself? "The 
" Spirit of the Lord God is upon me, because the 
" Lord hath anointed me to preach good tidings to the 
"meek; he hath sent me to bind up the broken- 
" hearted, — to proclaim liberty to the captives, and 
" the opening of the prison to them that are bound ; 
" — to comfort all that mourn ; — to give unto them 
" beauty for ashes, — the oil of joy, for mourning, — 
" tlie garment of praiscj for the spirit of heavinesB." 

Sow this is what our Saviour came to perform ; 
it is the formal description of his office ; and you 
perceive he is sent to the broken-hearted, — to the 



captives, — to them that are bound, — to them that 
mourn, — to them that are in the spirit of heaviness. 
At one time he is beautifully repreaented as speaking 
"a word in season to him that is weary;" at another, 
he is described as " the Sun of Righteousness, rising 
"with kealiiiffOTi his wings." He opened his ministry 
with blessings "on the poor in spirit ;" with blessings 
" on them that mourn." He answered the accusations 
of the proud men who were at ease in their posses- 
sions, and who felt not heai'y-laden, that he " came 
" not to those that were whtile, but to those that were 
" sick ;" and then he points to the humble publican 
who came heavy-laden to the house of God, bo that he 
could not lift up hia eyes unto heaven, under his bur- 
den, — and that man found re«t unto his soul. And 
when that Redeemer was about to depart, — that Re- 
deemer, ivhose office it was to bind up the broken- 
hearted, to comfort them that mourn, to give rest to 
the heavy-laden, — what did lie promise ? " another 
" Comforter, that should abide with us for ever." Such 
is ihe strain of the Gospel from beginning to end. It is 
the ministry of consolation, that therefore, from its very 
nature, speaks only to them that need to be consoled. 
The Gospel is " a word in season to him that is 
"weary;" therefore it speaks only to him that is 
weary, to him that is seeking rest and finding none ; 
and to him it brings relief, refreshment, and repose. 
It finds you a bruised reed, — it props and supports 
you. It finds you weeping, — and it wipes away all 
tears from your eyes. It finds you tearful, cheerless. 




disijuieted,— and it gives you courage, hope, and tran- 
quillity. There is a " wildernesB before her, and the 
" garden of Eden behind;" before her, is lamentation, 
and mourning, and woe : behind her, come " thanks- 
" g'^'"6 ^^^ the voice of melody." 

Thus is the Gospel an invitation to those that are 
heavy-laden ; and it is the business of every man to 
ask himself solemnly the question — "Is he one of 
those who are invited V If you be one of those who 
labour and are heavy-laden, — coroe now, come freely, 
and you shall iind rest unto your souls ! {We shall 
presently consider how you are to come, so as to 
accept this invitation.) 

But if you are not heavy-laden, ask yourself the 
cause. Is it because you have already accepted this 
invitation, and have already found rest unto your 
soul? If this be the case, "good luck have thou with 
" thine honour ! ride on, because of the word of truth, 
" of meekness, and of righteousness !" 

But is your mind at ease ? is there no weight upon 
your spirits ? You are, perhaps, at rest ; but it may 
not be the rest that Christ has promised. Then this 
invitation is not to you; it is to the heavy-laden: 
the Gospel has no promises for you ; for its promises 
are those of comfort and consolation. If you are con- 
tented with this fearfal ease, " sleep on, and take 
" yonr rest 1" perhaps jou will not awake until the 
sound of the last trumpet. But if this is too terrible 
a resolution, then rouse yourself this instant. But 
you may say, " How am I to becoaio one of those 
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*' who are here invited ) Am 1 to go wandering 
" oTer the world in search of aome burden that may 
" qualify me to accept this invitation ? Am I to in- 
" vent some new kind of grief for myself, — to atrike out 
" some unnatural kind of uneasiness ? Where is this 
" heavy burden ? where ia this sorrow, without which 
" I cannot come to him ;"-— " Behold it is nigh thee, 
" even in thy mouth and in thy heart." It is in thy 
mouth : — there is scarcely a day of our lives that we 
do not utter or hear some complaint against mankind, 
and the world, and the inconstancy of human affairs. 
Where will you turn yourself without meeting a roan 
to salute you with a murmur 1 to tell you that some- 
thing has gone wrong with him — that something ia 
not as it should be ? Where will you find a man that 
has not some thorn in his side ? The world is full of 
these cowardly and despicable complaints; — and no 
one dreams of a neglected Saviour, that stands ready 
to give you rest from them all. Really and truly do 
you mean to say that, when you ate asked at the day 
of judgment why you did not come to him who offer- 
ed rest to the heavy-laden, you will be able to answer 
with sincerity — " 1 was too happy to come to him ; |I 
" felt no burden." But it would not be in thy mouth, 
if it were not also in thy heart. 

Consider the words : they are set in opposition to 
the words " yoke and burden," a few verses below ; 
where Christ offers his yoke to- those that labour, and 
hii burden to those that are h«ivy-l<iden : so that the 
words imply bondage and toil. It means: — come to 
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me, all ye that labour under any galling yoke, and all 
ye that are laden with any heavy burdena, and I will 
give you rest. 

First ; are you on wl ar in the aen-ice of any 
Bin against which yo kn w that th wrath of God is 
registered ? Are yo n b d ge t any of your lusts 
or appetites, and lab n g d yoke, so that it 

tunis and drives y 1 k f your own cattle, 

wherever it pleases, 1 t t d hat it likes with 

you, and saya — "G and y g do this, and you 
do it ?" and do you aft wa d f 1 the heavy burden 
of your <mn contemji ad f a j h^ «jKS««ice,— « 
burden that makes you feel you have degraded your- 
self to the rank of a brute, that can be turned with a 
bit and a bridle,— a burden that weighs you down, 
and prevents you from looking up to Heaven like a 
man, lest you see wrath written against you, and 
fiery indignation? Or are you one who are in the 
service of the world, fretting yourself under a yoke of 
toils, and cares, and watchings, and long calculations ; 
and have you felt the burden of many a hitter disap- 
pointment ; and at aU events, the weight upon your 
mind, that an hour will come when you will be called 
away from all the things upon which you have set 
your affections ; when you will find that you have 
made your treasure upon earth, and will have to leave 
your heart with it behind you ? Or are you one who 
has been trying to earn your own way to Heaven — 
toiling to make up with Heaven a long account of 
debtor and creditor; and have you discovered that 



e all this time been heaping an insupportable 
burden upon your back ; that " the law is spiritual, 
" but that you are carnal, sold under sin 1" 

Just consider how the apoBtle discovered th!s bur- I 
den in himaelf. " I know that in me, that ic, in 
"jfesS., dwelleth no good thiag ; for, to will, is present I 
" with me ; but how to per/onn that which is good, ] 
" I tind not. 1 find a law, that when I would do I 
" good, evil is present with me." " I delight in the I 
" law of God after the inward man, but I see another j 
" law in my members, warring against the law of my I 
" mind, and bringing me into captivity to the law of 1 
" sin which ia in my members." Then he exclaims, ^ 
" wretched man that I am 1 who shall deliver me 
" from the body of this death ?" He felt the burden 
hanging heavy upon his soul : during all this time he 
had been engaged, as it were, in putting it into the 
balances, and weighing it ; and he found it so awfully 
oppressive, that he cries out, " wretched man that I 
" am ! who shall deliver me from this burden of sin 1" 

And do you feel nothing like this in your own 
heart 1 Do you find no law of God, and no law of 
sin ? A law of God, setting before you what he loves ; 
and a law of sin, leading you to saj/ and </o what he 
hates ? Nay, how often have you yourself admitted 
that your conscience is an awful burden, by your at- 
tempts to shake it off; to get rid of its load, to invent 
some contrivance for lessening its weight ; leaning 
your burden against a shattered wall, which one day 
or other will give way, and your burden bear you 



down to the ground. How often are you fond of 
throwing in false weights, for the purpose of deceiving 
yourself as to the real state of your conscience. 

But thei% is one remarkable caneideration that ia 
fully sufficient of itself to convince us that we have a 
load, and a very heavy one, hanging upon our hearts 
)b: it is simply this, — our unwil- 
e thenn. There is not one of us who 
does not feel it to be a loathsome, a disgusting, a most 
painful, and a most humiliating task. Only observe 
with what eagerness we avoid it ; how many excuses 
we make in order that we may escape an acquaintance 
with our own hearts and an inquiry into our own con- 
Bciencea, Now this is a positive proof that we know 
fiill well the inquiry would turn against ua. It is the 
testimony of our hearts gainst themselves at the veiy 
outset. Why should you be afraid of examining your- 
self, if you did not know well that you would find a 
heavy burden within? Just consider what a delight- 
ful occupation would self-examination become if we 
had any reason to suppose that our hearts would 
make a favourable report ? Every man loves to hear 
his own praises if he believes them to be true. if 
we had any idea that our own heart would praise us, 
there would not be a, more delightful task upon earth 
than that of examining ourselves. How eagerly should 
WB steal away to our closets and our Bibles, if we 
thought that we should come away satisfied with our- 
selves, approving ourselves, assured that all was safe 
within ! How happy would you be in weighing your 



heart if you thought you should find it really a light 
and ao easy one 1 How happy would you fee! in 
looking at it oTer and over, and again and again, if 
JOQ thought you should find it good, and pure, and 
holy I What a luxury would it be to start a new- 
virtue at every step of our inquiry, to indulge in the 
contemplation of our own goodness, and the applause 
of our own consciences ; and what a beautiful thing 
would the Bible appear to us if we thought that at 
every page we turned we read our own salvation I 
then, what must he the real state of the case, when 
we would study anything rather than the book of 
God, and would plunge into any aociefy rather than 
the company of our own hearts I Is it not a proof 
that, in the one, we know we should find the evidence 
of our guilt; and, in the other, the registry of our 
condemnation ? This plain and simple fact, that wo 
would do anything rather than examine our own 
hearts, is a sufficient evidence of the corruption of 
our nature ; — we are afraid to look at it ; a sufficient 
IHDof of the heavy burden within ; — we are afraid to 
weigh it. 

So that you perceive, that when God invites only 
tfaoie that labour and are heavy-laden, he does not 
call upon you to invent any new kind of burden o 
BOnow for yourself, but merely to know and feel your 
veal state. Nothing can be fairer : he just requires 
that you should be fully sensible of (he state in which 
jroQ are, before he condescends to save you from it ; 
diat you should feel your burden, before he con- 
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descends to remove it. Just conceive what a mockery 
it would be to talk to a man of comforting him for 
BorrowB that he never felt, and of relieving him from 
a burden that he never endured I This is plwn 
common-sense ; may out common-aense never rise to 
testify gainst us at the day of judgment I 

Nay more, our very pleamtrea are a burden to us — 
for how many of them are the causes of pain, of sor- 
row, of remorse ! Upo-n how many of them do we 
look back with disgust, after the enjoyment of them 
has ceased ! and then, last of all, are tbey not 
bounded by death ? This is the gulf in which they 
are all swallowed up. So that the more of these plear 
sures we shall have enjoyed, the more we shall have 
set our affections upon them ; the greater will be our 
unwilhngness to part with tliem ; the greater will be 
the burden we have been heaping upon our death-beds. 

We have now considered to whom this invitation is 
made ; it is to those that labour and are heavy-laden. 
Who is there that does not feel he is included in the 
invitation ! The next thing to be considered is, how 
it is to be accepted : — " Come unto me." Though all 
these promises are made to those who are heavy-laden, 
it is that they may come: if they come not, all is 
lost! 

It is plain, then, that the first step in coming to 
him must be a full and perfect reliance upon his power 
and his wUlmffTieis to give you rest : and who can 
doubt his power — Am power, who is the Son of God ? 
who first gained the victory over the grave himself, to 
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those 



show that death should have 
whom he protected ! 

And who can doubt his willingneaa to save ? Who 
that looks for one moment at the cross, can dare to 



doubt it ? ! if we wen 
saved as he ia to save u 
depart this day redeemed ? 
makes the promiBes, beeeei 
to come to him. ! if we 
prayers to kim as he is in k 
would not this day find r 



bwt half as willing to be 
, ■which of us would not 

Only observe how he who 
ifs, entreats, implores you 
were half aa earnest in oui 
( prayers to -us, which of uB 
: unto his soul ? 



But though perfect is the first step that leads to 
this rest, — recollect it is bid the Jirst : it must be im- 
mediately followed up by others. For the nest verse 
immediately proceeds ; " Take my yoke upon you, 
"and learn of me ; for I am meek and lowly of heart." 
Now, to take a person's yoke upon you is to become 
his servant : so that the meaning is, you must take 
me for your master, and learn of me. You must be 
willing to take off that heavy burden, the yoke of 
an, the yoke of the world, and allow hira to put kis 
in its place. You must fiing down at his feet your 
pride, your drunkenness, your impurity, your avarice, 
your worldly-mindedness. You will make no bargains 
with him for keeping one Bin, and letting another 
go : this would be mere traflic, not taking liim for 
your master: it would be endeavouiing to serve two 
masters. 

The only way of being sure that you are coming 
to Christ is, — are you coming all to him ? Are you 




keeping any Bin to yourself) Are you keeping your 
favourite sin 1 This is the shortest and the only aure 
trial. If you are not eurrenderitig that, be aaaured 
you are attempting to aerve two masters, — Christ and 
that favourite sin, whatever it may be. The only 
way of trying yourself is this ; — Do you allow Christ 
to obtain a mastery over all your vicea ? Do you 
make him the fountain of all your virtues ? Do you 
avoid all evil for his sake? And above all, is he the 
bright example that you follow 1 Do you take some 
poor human standard of excellence, and put that in 
the place of Christ 1 Or do you look to him, not only 
for salvation, but for example 1 Is his lowly and 
meek humility, his pure and holy conversation, his 
active and benevolent charity, his mild and gentle 
patience, his fervent and constant piety, his spirit of 
mercy and forgiveness, — are these your pattern of 
perfection to whicli you seek to be conformed ) 

Now the last thing to he considered is, the refit 
which he bestows ; — in what does it consist, and how 
does he bestow it t The two tbllowing verses contain 
a full explanation r " Take my yoke upon you, and 
learn of me." You perceive it is in the exehange of 
yokes and burdens that this rest consists ; — in taking 
off the uneasy yoke and the heavy burden, and taking 
in its place Christ's easy yoke and light biu:den: 
" Take m-y yoke." 

Now, what is Christ's yoke 1 " He that loveth me 
" keepeth my commandments :" and we arc told by 
the same apostle, " His commandment is not grievQi 



and tht reaton is, because we keep his commandmenta 
from a principle of love. It ia not that we wear hia 
yoke and take hia burden in order, like a hireling or a 
slave, to earn our own rest and salvation, but it is 
the free service of warm, and earnest, and humble 
gratitude ; a service of love that, after doing all, makes 
ua willing to exclaim, " we are unprofitable servants I" 
It is because we serve one who ia meek and lowly of 
heart, anxious to teach us by the influence of Itia 
Spirit how to find hia yoke easy and his burden light ; 
how to find it delightful to do the will of his Father 
which is in Heaven, and thus to resemble our divine 
Master ; so that, instead of being servants and slaves, 
we become the/rieiidi and the brethren of our Master, 
and find his service perfect freedom: our obedience is 
not the vieaiis of our procuring our rest, but ia the 
rest iUelf. 

The blessed Saviour always administers to those 
who come to him, with heart and soul, both the means 
of fulfilling hie will and of finding it sweet, easy, and 
delightful. He teaches ua and enables ua to do it 
from humble love and earnest gratitude ; to look to 
him for fresh supplies of spiritual strength ; and, when- 
ever we are weary and faint by the way, to turn aside 
to him, where he stands by the fountain of living 
waters and gives freely to all that are athirst ; and 
then with fresh strength we raise our light burden, 
and go on our way rejoicing. It ia true, men choose to 
consider Christ as a hard taak-master, and his blessed ! 
Bervice as gloomy and severe ; but to tliese men there I 



ate two very ehort answers : first, that it is onlj to 
those that labour and ar* lieavy-laden that this ia ad- 
dressed, — to those who feel an insupportable load upon 
their «ouls and their consciences ; and to them the 
exchange is indeed delightful : but if these men feel 
themselves perfectly at their ease, if they are happy in 
their present state, — they are very welcome to take 
their own ease. Secondly, that the service of Christ 
always proceeds from a motive of earnest and humble 
gratitude, or it is no service at all. It is not so many 
teparate and detached acta of service ; but it comes 
warm and entu:e from a holy and sacred affection that 
makes it a service of perfect freedom. 
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Matthbw, is. 12. 
iced rail a pli^acian, (iiit lUy lial are akli. 



We may remember that this was the answer of 
Christ to the Phariaeea when they reproached him 
with admitting sinnera into his aociety ; and it would, 
thereforej at first appear that they did not conceive 
they were sinners themselves when they ventured to 
bring such an accusation against him. And yet this 
Heema hardly possihle : blind and Belf-righteoua as 
they were, we can scarcely imagine that any man 
could obtain such a victory over his conscience, or 
bring the art of self-deeeption to such perfection, as 
to fency that he had never sinned 1 

Now, to ug, it must appear one of the strangest 
things in the world how any man could entertain the 
least doubt upon the subject. If a man were to tell 
UB that he was not a sinner, we would consider it 
a sign — not of innocence, but of derangement. God 
knows I many a man seems to pass through life as 
if he were walking in his sleep ; and sin and righte- 
onsnesB appear nearly alike to him : he seldom opens 




his eyea to see things as they really are ; but still it is 
impossible to suppose that he docs not often encounter 
& shock that bewilders and alarms him, and stumble 
upon some sin that rouses him to a sense of guilt. 
Really it seems inconceivable that any man possesses 
the art of self-deception to so ruinous a degree. 
Our Saviour's answer may lead to the true stale of 
the case : " They that be whole need not a physician, 
" but they that are sick." They did not perceive that 
sin was a disease. They knew, indeed, that they had 
been guilty of several gentle offences, a sin now and 
then ; but they had not learnt that it was a disorder 
seated in their very constitution. This seems to have 
been the fatal error of the Pharisees ; the tremendous 
mistake that blinded their eyes so that they saw not, 
and stopped their ears that tliey heard not. The fact 
is, if they had regarded the soul as they did the body, 
— if they had but reasoned in the one case as in the 
other, it is astonishing what new and alarming views 
would have arisen upon the minds of these men, and 
how many of them we should have found taking the 
lowest seat with him who ate and drank with pub- 
licans and sinners, and gathering up the crumbs that 
fell from the table ! 

If any one of us were now suddenly infonned by 
a physician that a deadly malady was at this instant 
preying upon his vitals, that his blood was poisoned, 
and his health undermined, and his constitution falling 
asunder, — he would, doubtless, return to his house in 
no very comfortable state of mind ; he would throw 



himself upon his bed, and feed upon the gloomy 
thoughts of approaching dissolution ; would begin, 
perhaps, to make his will, and call his friends about 
him, to apprise them that he "^'as soon to bid them 
farewell ; and if hn felt a joint ache, and his pulse 
begin to beat faster, or Blowerj or if he looked in the 
glass and saw his cheek turning pale, and his lip 
becoming livid, and his eye growing dim, — he would 
gay ; Alas ! he told me nothing but the truth I and 
this is that fearful disease that is to bring me to my 
grave 1 And then how would all the little symptoms 
be noted and remembered ; how would the nature and 
the Beat of the disease be studied and examined ; and 
if a physician were to drop a hint that the disorder 
was within the reach of his skill, or if there was a 
whisper through the family that something could be 
done, and that hope was not yet to he renounced— -the 
very news would be a kind of health to you, and your 
faded and pallid countenance would brighten with 
antidpated freshness and renovation I Now, if a man 
were really convinced that such a disease as thia had 
taken possession of his eternal soul, what can we 
auppoee would be his sensatioris ? If a distant hint, 
if an indistinct munnur were breathed that there was 
Bomething wrong about it; — an eternal thing with 
something wrong about it ! to think that that living 
spirit within us, by which we can hold communion 
with the unseen world and the Father of Spirits, and 
which is destined to wander through eternity, is indis- 
posed and out of order! — what alarm, what jftalousy 
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of inquiry should it excite ! what earnest inTestigation 
of symptoms ; what anxious search into the nature of 
the complaint and the possibility of a cure I And yet 
it is astonishing with what perfect composure a man 
not only can hear the voice of Almighty God warning 
him, but can acknowledge that there is no health in 
him, and yet scarcely think it a subject worth hia 
inquiry ! 

Really it is pitiable and melancholy to hear with 
what accuracy a sick man will describe all the marks 
and features of his disorder; how every passing pain, 
every change, every symptom, and every fluctuation 
of health and strength ia treasured up, and amplified, 
and discussed. What a physician does the sick man 
become in his own case ! — nay, with what seeming 
pleasure does he dwell upon every circumstance ! with 
what fond and longing eloquence he can expatiate 
upon his pangs and hia Bufferinga, as if he loved them 
because they are his own 1 But if you inquire into 
the health of his eternal soul, its sickness, its aymp- 
toniB, its peculiar constitution, its signs of lite and 
death ; all dumb, all languid, all flat and unprofitable ! 
Before we go farther; is not this a sufficient proof 
that all is wrong, — that the spirit within him has 
been left to take care of itself, while the heap of dust 
to wliich it is attached has excited such an interesl 
that every grain of it seems to have been weighed and 
counted? that it would force itself upon our senses, 
and burst itself upon our notice ! that this myste- 
rious stranger within us could appear to us in some 
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palpable shape, that we might inspect, and handle, and ■ 
examine it \ — that we might be able to feel the beating 
of its pulse, and watch the changes of its complexion ; 
— that we might know when it looked pale, and sickly, 
and death-like, and when it wore the fresh and rosy 
hue of health I But it hides itself from my view, — 
it muffles itself from my observation ; and though I 
can amuse myself with looking at the perishable body 
in which it is contained through a microscope, and 
studying its very infirmities with a fond and melan- 
choly delight, I do not feel a Bufficient interest in the 
immortal and unseen epirit within to follow it into its 
hiding-places, and pursue it into its recesses. If we 
went no fartlier, this is enough to prove that there is 
some fatal disease within — that we do not seem to 
care for the inquiry. ■ 

But, in the next place, when the body is concerned 
we seldom find that we mistake a sym^ptma for the 
disease. Only observe with what scrutinising inge- 
nuity a man will penetrate into the hiding-piaces in 
his constitution to discover the root and ground of 
■ome disorder that has shown itself in some external 
sign I And should not the blind Pharisees have known, 
eyen of themselves, that it is from within, — " out of 
" the hearts of men proceed evil thoughts, adulteries, 
" fornications, murders, thefts, cove teouan ess, deceit, 
" laaciviousness ;" that all these evil things come from 
within, and " it is out of the abundance of ibe heart 
" the mouth speaketh." These, sins as they are, 
these, — against which the great God has registered 



his wrath, and for all which we shall be brought into 
judgment, — these are, after all, signs and symptoma of 
something worse within. Our evil words and our evil 
deeds are only overflowings of the soul, and do not 
show the depth of the fountain from which they pro- 
ceed. It has, indeed, its ebbs and its flows, like those 
diseases that show themselves at some periods more 
than at others ; but we should make a sad error, if 
we mistook the signs of a complaint for the complaint 
itself. It is often by a slight variation of the pulse, — 
a pain, trifling in itself, a change in the habit or aspect, 
that would hardly be observed unless narrowly ex- 
amined and inspected, that a physician detects a 
malady which is making serious and frightful inroads 
upon the constitution. 

We mfiy at once convince ourselves of this by 
imagining ourselves thrown into a thousand situations 
in which we have seen others involved, and from which 
we have been preserved we know not how ; and in 
which sins, that have only shown themselves by faint 
and transient flashes, would have burst into a blaze, 
and have raged with the fury of a conflagration. 
Awful and tremendous truth I that our sins, while they 
are the ngns, are not the meamres of the sin within ; 
and while they are terrible proofs that it eidsts, still 
leave us to discover its height and its depth, its length 
and breadth ; — they may graduate its tides and ^ve- 
tiioliotig, but they leave its depths unfathomed, and 
its shores unexplored. But if some powerful conjunc- 
ture of attractions should operate, we know not what 
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tempesta are lurlting in its bosom, and ready to burst 
forth. Then, as there ace different kinds ofbodUt/, bo 
there are of spiritual disorders. You will see some of 
an ardent and fiery constitution, whose complaint will 
show itself by violent signs that cannot be mistaken ; 
and they prove that sin and ileath are rioting within 
them, and withering their eternal health, by an os- 
tentation of tlieir depravity, by drunkenness or de- 
bauchery, or by blasphemy, riot, or revenge. These 
men have the signs of a raging fever, and tliey oflen 
proceed to that degree of derangement and delirium 
that they actually forget the difference between health 
and Bicknese, and fancy that all is safe at the moment 
they have attained the height of their disorder I 

But there are others of a. milder temperament, 
where the signs are more silent and more treacherous ; 
where the eye ia bright and the countenance is florid, 
and the frame receives no shock, and the nerves re- 
tnaxa composed, and the spirits tranquil ; — and yet 
death is feeding upon the vitals ! These are the men 
whose walk in life is generally -decent and respectable ; 
but the heart and the affections are fixed on perishable 
objects ; — whose care, whose hopes, and whose dear 
delight, are things visible, that shall pass away ; — 
souls that feed on ashes, and declare their kindred 
with the worm that periaheth hy feeding upon perish- 
able food ; — whose minds represent tho tombs to which 
they are approaching, — whited sepulehres, that indeed 
are beautiful outward, but if you look within, you find 
nothing but death I These persons seem to descend 
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into the grave with a fatal geotleness that causes no 
shock to awake them r they waste away by a hnger- 
ing conaumption, and feel not that they are dwindling, 
and dwindliag, into i~uin ; and they know not that 
" where thy treasure is, there will tliy heart be alaoi" 
and that therefore, if it be not set upon God and 
Heaven, and immortal things, thy eternal soul it 
wasting into destruction, and the worma are under- 
neath thee, and cover thee I 

There are numberless varieties of spirituat com- 
plaints; perhaps equal in number to those of the body, 
which are moat emphatically called in Scripture^ "the 
" plagues of men's hearts." 

But now observe the various excuaes we attempt to 
make, the thousand waiya in which we endeavour to 
deceive ourselves with respect to the disease of the 
eternal soul within us ; and then observe how vain — 
how silly would these appear if they were applied to 
the body. How often will a man make the excuse 
that he was bom with tiie seeds of this corruption, 
and plead this as a reason for cherishing and encou- 
raging it, or at least for neglecting it and allowing it 
to work its own way ! Now what should we think 
of a man who attempted to quiet our fears, when we 
were labouring under a cruel bodily compl;unt, by 
telling us that it is in the family, and we inherit it 
from our ancestors ? Did it ever save any man's life 
yet? 

But agdn : there are men who will mix in that 
society, and advance with the utniost secur 
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those Httuations where impurity, aeiiBuality, and a 
worldly and earaai frame of mind are encouraged, and 
where affections are more and more set upon earthly 
jJeaaures and earthly enjoyments, — and yet they will 
declare that no eyil consequences can ariae, and that 
they felt no spiritual disadvantage from the indul- 
gence, 

Now, what should we think of a man who should 
tell us, if an infectious complaint were raging around 
QB, that we might venture securely into the midst of 
the contagion, and frequent those houses where it 
prevailed ? and who should tell us, that if we did not 
actually feel the infection, or the poison, while it was 
mixing with our blood and entering into our veins, we 
might consider ourselves safe, and conclude that the 
effect might not afterwards break forth and carry us 
into our graves. 

And yet it is thus that we often attempt to deceive 
ourselves both with respect to the exiaeace, the nature, 
the danger, and the tffects of our spiritual diseases; 
although any man that reasoned, thought, and acted 
in the same way witli respect to the body, would be 
considered to have forfeited his claim to the attribute 
of reason, and to have renounced his common sense. 
And then, when one thinks what may be the d-eath 
of an, eternal spirit, — what new, what fearful, what 
unknown miseries it has to undergo I what it must 
be to moulder and waste through all eternity ! we 
cannot dwell upon it — it is too much I 

iat there is a gracious Physician, who con 
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bind up the broken-hearted ; the good Samarilan, that 
Btanda by the way-side to pour wine and oil into our 
wounds, to minister to our sicknesses, and to heal our 
infirmitieB. All those who feel the cruel breach that 
un has made in their health, and who are sensible 
that they cannot recover themaelrea, may come to him 
• — and he will assuredly relieve them. 

Now, when an eartfdy physician is called in, what 
is the first thing required of the patient 1 A perfect 
reliance upon the skill and the good-will of the 
physician. What should we think of that patient who 
felt a disease rioting in his vitals, and should begin to 
analyse the medicines that were administered, and to 
demand an account of the jiarticular mode in which 
they were to effect his cure ? Would not the physician 
be obliged to give him all the information he himself 
possessed before he could explain it! And is it much 
that the Lord Jesus Clirist should demand from us 
that faith which we must necessarily place in a human 
being, or be content to lie down and perish ? 

Just consider how many silly expedients a sick man 
vrill try where there is the most distant hope of re- 
covery ; and then say, whether you will not trust the 
all-powerful, the all-wise, the all-gracious Being, who 
bore all the sicknesses and infirmities of your bodily 
nature — all for your sake, and submitted to the 
agonies of death to deliver you from hopeless ruin ? 

Be assured that, if you really feel the burden of 
your disease, you will not hesitate a moment. Come 
to him with earnest, humble prayer — with a heart at 
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once penetrated with a seine of its camiptions, and a 
love of the Divine Being who offers to pardon and to 
purify — and assuredly he will not refuse; for he tells 
UB specially — that he came not for those that are 
wholBj but those that are sicTc ; and this he himself 
explaina in the following verae : — " I came not to call 
" the righteous, but ainnera, to repentance." But here 
he also shows us the nature of the cure ; he came to 
call them to repentance, to a change of mind. 

It must be, of course, by some change in the inner ' 
man that a radical disease must be exterminated from 
the constitution. It seems aa if it were actually out 
of the nature of thinga that it should be otherwise. 
When the good and benevolent Being vouchsafed to 
entreat his wayward and rebellious people to deliver 
their own soul, he saya, " Make you a new heart ; for 
" why will you die, house of Israel ?" as if death 
were the sure and inevitable consequence of their old 
state, from which it was inconsistent with the natural 
course of things that they could he saved except by 
making a new heart and a right spirit within them. 
But this Ite is willing to do if we come earnestly and 
humbly to look for it ; for he declares, — " I will give 
" my Holy Spirit to them that ask it ;" and, " he that 
" spareth not his own Son, how shall he not also, with 
" him, freely give us all thinga !" 

But we must allow him to choose his own way. It 
is generally by producing new habits and tempers of 
mind — new desires and afi'ectiona, which gain strength 
by degrees, that he effects our cure. 
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but few hodUy cures effected by any sudden or instan- 
tsneouB ]K>wer ; and they were generally moat subject 
I to relapee. 

The good and benign Physician coneultB our weak- 
less and our nature at the very time that he under- 
takea to overcome them. How is the cure to be 
conducted, from its weak beginning, to health and 
maturity ? Now, how would an earthly physician 
answer this question, proposed with respect to a bodily 
■complaint. He would say, " by exercise." Just so 
the new principle implanted within us, — the heavenly 
tempers and esalted aflectiona, — the delight in God 
and things inyisiUe, that is the dawn of health to the 
sick man, is to be cherished and invigorated by a con- 
stant converse with holy things, and a constant energy 
in the performance of every duty. Consider how the 
great Physician was employed, when he was upbraided 
by the haughty Pharisee, and when he declared that 
he was engaged in the very work of healing those who 
are spiritually sick, and calling sinners to repentance ; 
he was eating and drinking with the sinners; he 
was engaged in familiar, yet holy conversation with 
them ; and what though he is now far above, out of 
the range of mortal sight ; though he is not now em- 
ployed in working those bodily cures which were fault 
representations of the renovation of a ruined aoul ; 
although he now no longer walks in our streets, let- 
ting his blessed shadow fall upon our infirmities as he 
passes along, — yet hia word and liis Spirit are still 
with ua, — the Spirit which he sent as his substitute 
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which is to aid and invigorate our prayers : and the 
Word that is a substitute for that divine conversation, 
by which he spoke health to the sinner's soul, while 
he sat at meat with them. And that Word is won- 
derfully adapted to all varieties of constitutions, and 
the several degrees of spiritual health they may have 
attained ; for " all Scripture is given by inspiration of 
** God, and is profitable for doctrine, for reproof, for 
" correction, for instruction in righteousness, that the 
'* man of God may be perfect, thoroughly furnished 
" unto all good works." 
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il makes of these words is bb 
remarlciible as the words themselves. Some time after 

I he had left the Corinthians, he was informed that 
many of them, while they Btill professed to be Chris- 

' tiana, had fallen away from the purity of the Gospel 
which he had preached. They no longer trerahied, 
when the man was gone who used to reason among 
them "of righteousness, temperance, and judgment to 
" come." They relapsed into former habits with an 
appetite that aeemed to have been sharpened and in- 
creased by the self-denial to which they had for a time 
Bubmitted; and the evil spirit, which had gone out 
for a season, said, " I will return to my house whence 
" I came out ; and he tflok other spirits more wicked 
" than himself, and went in, and dwelt there ; and 
" the last state of many of those men was worse than 
" the first." St. Paul remarks, that many vices, such 
&8 extortions, strife, envy, and revenge, were gaining 
fearful ground upon them ; many of them indulged in 

L gluttony, in drunkenness, in debauchery, in adultery, 

1 to an extent that had Iteen before unknown. 



prostituted their bodies to intemperance, and their 
immortal souls to coyetoueness, maltgnitj, and cor- 
ruption. 

This was cruel and bitter intelligence to such a man 
as Paul, — one, whose heart and soul were wrapped up 
in the success of his ministry, — who seemed to rejoice 
with the joy of ten thousand angels over one sinner 
that repented, and mourned like one heart-broken if 
one soul, that appeared to have been won from sin, 
had fallen away from ita immortality. He accordingly 
writes to them a letter, the most solemn and the most 
tender that can well be conceived, in language at once 
the most dignified and affectionate ; and he here brings 
down the great argument of the Goapel upon them 
with all its weight. 

Perhaps we shall understand it bett«r if we first 
consider those which are generally used in such cases. 

If a prudent man of the world, who had little 
respect for religion, but a high sense of what is called 
morality, had been sent to preach to these men, what 
arguments do we conceive he would have employed 'i 
He would probably have said ; " The excesses in which 
•* you indulge will ruin your health, will shorten your 
" days, will rack your body with pain and disease, 
" will enfeeble your understanding, rendering it poor, 
*' unsteady, and effeminate, unable to follow any 
" regular, manly, and honourable occupation in life ; 
" you will lose both your own lespect, and the respect 
" of the world; and if you cherish ill-will, malice, and 
" envy, it will destroy your peace of mind and keep 
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" you at variance with your ftUow-ereatureB, with 
" whom you should live in friendehip and tranquil- 
" !ity." And he would say very right: these argu* 
ments ore in general very true ; but, alas ! they are 
seldom found to avail ; and when they do, Buppose 
the object gained, their hearts relieved, their lives 
lengthened, their success in the pursuit of aflluflnee 
secured, their reputation) standing fair in the ^e d 
all the world ; there is yet something behind ; there 
is a death, and there Is a judgment ; and have they 
looked to them ? have they i>repared for them 1 Ve- 
rily they have had their reward, — the reward they 
looked for, — health, wealth, long life, and reputation. 
What claim have they to anything farther ? 

But suppose a man who possesses a higher senae of 
religion, but who forgets to look for it in his Bible, — 
who recollects that there ie to be a state of rewards 
and puniBhrnents, but who foi^ets that it is only 
through a blessed Mediator that we can hope for 
escape from the one, and for the attainment of the 
other, — suppose euch a one sent to reform these pro- 
fligates, what might he say ? He would probably say 
" The couTse in which you are proceeding is offensive 
" to Almighty God, and will draw down his ever- 
" lasting vengeance and indignation upon your heads i 
" but, change your course, and reform, and you will 
" then deserve his forgiveness, his favour, and his 
" blessing." Alas ! this argument would, it is to be 
feared, have less chance of succeeding than the former ; 
for while it places the objects to be attained at a 



greater distance, it leaves their attainment much more 
uDcertain ; for, in the iirst place, how could they 
know whether the God of holin^esa would pardon past 
enormities for the sake of fiiture obedience 1 Suppose 
they had lived a life of righteousness to the very 
moment of which we are speaking,' would they not 
bo obliged to continue it to the end ? How then can 
they know whether future olwdience may atone for 
past transgressions ? 

But, in the next place, suppose all past sins can- 
celled, to what are they to look forward ? One might 
say, ' I know not what Jdnd of righteousness or what 
' degree of righteouaness God requires. If he requires 
' a life of unsinning obedience, I am lost for ever; if 
' not, I know not what vices I must give up, or what 
' I may still keep without forfeiting his favour. I 
' have no reason to say where he will draw the line : 
' if he can endure sin at all, without punishing it, he 
' rosy pardon me in my present state, without any 
' change whatever.' 

But what was the ai^ument of Paul, the Christian 
apostle, the minister of the Gospel 1 "Ye are not 
" your own : ye are bought with a price." You are 
bought and sold, body and soul: you are no longer 
your own property. Now the conclusion that he 
immediately draws, is, " Therefore glorify God in 
" your body, and in your spirit, which are God's." 
I do not call upon you to renounce your evil ways, 
because you think it may conduce to your own health 
> your own satisfaction and gra- 
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tification here — to your success in life, and to the 
establishment of a fair reputation ; I should then 
acknowledge you to be your own property, to belong 
to yoursclyes ; nor do I summon you to repentance 
because you are able to atone for your past trans- 
gressions, and to make your own peace with God ; this 
would took as if I still acknowledged you to belong 
to yourselveg, and to be your own property, and that 
you could make a bargain with Heaven, — that you 
could buy off a yice with a virtue, and a Bin by some 
fit of obedience ; but 1 challenge you as the property 
of JeaviB Christ, which he has purchased to himself 
for ever and ever, that you surrender yourself into his 
service, and glorify him as your Master, your SaviouTj 
and your Redeemer. 

This is the argument of God himself to every one 
amongst us, to turn from the sins of his own heart 
and his own life; and it should be as omnipotent aa 
the God from whom it proceeds : — " Ye are bought 
with a price." From what are we bought i From 
these very sins, and the punishment they would draw 
down upon our souls. Here is every motive that can 
actuate a rational being ; here there is no doubt of 
the dreadfiil aspect which our sins wear in the sight 
of the Supreme Being; for they required a terrible 
price to release ua from them — nothing less than th 
blood of God ; and hero is no doubt of love and mercy 
and forgiveness — ^for the price is paid. then, as 
you would not disappoint the good and gracious Being 
in all that he has done for you ; as you would not 



wish that that price were paid for you in vain, acknow- 
ledge yourself his purchased servant, and glorify him 
in the body and in the spirit that he has bought 1 
You must become his property. But you will say, 
' Behold, are not all things his? Are not lieaven and 
' earth, the sea, and all their inhabitants, — the firma- 
' ment, the vast expanse of the universe, and all that 
' it contains, his property ?' Yes : they are indeed 
all hia : — but there was one loved and favoured being 
among them all, whom he called peculiarly his own. 
In our Father's house there were indeed many hired 
terva:nU; but among all his creatures there was one 
Son; for he said, " Let us make man in our own 
image :" and he formed him for a representative of 
himself. He was the property of God, as a child Is 
the property of his father. His thoughts belonged to 
God ; for there was not one which he wished to con- 
ceal from him : they loved to dwell upon the glorious 
attributes of his Fatlier, and admire the wonders of 
his power and of his goodness. No foul and corrupt 
desires, no sordid wishes interrupted the purity and 
brightness of his soul ; no angry, envious, or revengeful 
passion disturbed its deep and beautiful tranquillity. 
The spirit of man was then clearness and sunshine ; 
not a storm to ruffle, not a cloud to obscure it; 
and it was transparent to the eye of Him in whose 
sight the sins that seem but specks and atoms to our 
view appear enlarged to a fearful size. The language 
of his lips belonged to God ; for, " out of the abun- 
dance of the heart the mouth speaketh :" and then 




the heart abounded with all good and holy thoughts, 
and therefore no foul or bitter language issued from 
fluch a fountain, but it overflowed at his lips in praise 
or thanksgiving. The deeds of his hands and the 
course of his life belonged to God ; for hia body was 
the servant of his soul, and was the glorious instru- 
ment by which he carried the wishes of a good and 
benevolent heart into execution, " In hia law did 
he exercise himaelf day and night," and he " glorified 
God in his body and his spirit. " If he was in subjec- 
tion to God, he was yet in bondage to no otiier being 
in the universe; and His yoke was easy, and His 
burden light. 

What need is there to dwell upon the miserable 
change ? Which of us sees anything like his own 
character in that which we have been considering ? 
Or which of us, after reflecting for a moment upon 
what man was, and ought to be, can look upon him- 
self, without smiting upon his breast, and aaying, 
" God be merciful to me a sinner !" 

Who is the Lord and Master of our body and our 
spirit, and whom do we glorify with them 1 Whom 
do we follow and obey, and whose will have we moat 
frequently and generally consulted in our conduct 
through life. To whom do our thoughts belong! 
Upon what objects do they delight to repose, and how 
many of them would you wish to conceal from the 
pure and everlasting gaze of your Creator 1 How often 
would you wish that his eye had been closed upon 
you, and that he could not read the secret movements 
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of your heart ? Are they not often such as you would 
be ashamed to disclose even to a poor mortal like 
yourself? And yet there will be a day when they 
will be made known, when the aecreta of all hearts 
will be revealed. 

To whom does your conversation belong ? Upon 
what subjects do you most delight to speak 1 Does 
the name of God occur only to be blasphemed ; or, if 
it ever rudely intrudea into your conversation, is it 
not banished like an unwelcome visitor that inter- 
rupts your enjoyments ! How often would you wish 
Heaven deaf to your voice, and that the ears of the 
Almighty were closed to the words of your mouth 1 
And yet there will be a day when every wanton, 
blasphemous, and unholy and uncharitable expression 
will be read aloud : " For every idle word that men 
" shall speak, they shall give an account thereof in 
" the day of judgment." 

To whom do your aclvmi belong ) Of all that you 
have done, and of all your pursuita in life, how many 
have you done or undertaken for the purpose of glori- 
fying Almighty God ; and how many to glorify your- 
self your own pride, your «wn covetouaness, your 
own vanity, your own malice, your own sensuality, 
snd the opinion of the world ? And yet, " for all 
these things God will bring thee into judgment." Ask 
yourselves solemnly the question, whom have you 
served? Have we not sought to do our oipk will, 
and not the will of Aim who made us ? The conse- 
quence ia, that instead of being free, we have fallen 
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into bond&ge to our ovm passions and lusts, and have 
been the sport of every temptation of the world, and 
the victim of that dreadful being who is the author and 
promoter of all ain and all misery. When we broke 
the bonds that united us to our Creator, every gust 
of passion, every whisper of the world, and every 
suggestion of the deiil, obtained dominion over ua i 
and what is the consequence) — " Know ye not, that 
" to whom ye render yourselves servants to obey, his 
" servants ye are to whom ye obey ; whether of sin, 
" unto death ; or of obedience, unto righteouBnesB ?" 
If the Lord of your soul, and the Master whom you 
serve, whom you have chiefly and most frequently 
consulted, be not God, recollect the wages of such 
obedience is deatb ; and which of us has not been in 
Buch bondage to eomiption, and has not earned and 
purchased to himself t}ie awful reward) But, blessed 
for ever be that God who still looked far the sons that 
he had lost, for the flock that had wandered, and who 
paid the ransom that once more set us tree to our sal- 
vation I We have beeii bought with agony and bloody 
sweat ; with tears and groans ; with writhinga of the 
body, and woundings of the spirit; with the torture 
of the cross, and the life of God : amidst darkness and 
fearful signs, and the rending of the rocks, and the 
bursting of the tomba. All that the frame and the 
spirit of man could endure, was suffered for ua ; and 
aU that the love and mercy of God could give, was 
lavished upon our salvation ! 

Such is the value that God has set upon our heads ; 



HBBUOK VII. 868 

such is the price by which he purchaseB us back, and 
makes us his own Bona and hia family for ever ; and 
it is therefore that he calls upcn us to glorify him in 
that body and that spirit, which he has thus made his 
own by all the claims both of creation and redemp- 
tion. For, 33 St. Paul in another place explains it, 
" If Christ died for ub, then were we all dead ; and 
" he died for all, that they which live should not hence- 
" forth live unto themselves, but unto him who died 
" for them, and roae again." 

If you reject this sacrifice, then no price has been 
paid for you, or it has been paid in vain : you do not 
acknowledge it ; you must save yoHTself, without 
hoping that one single drop of your Redeemer's blood 
shall fall upon your soul, to render it fit to stand 
before the holiness of God. If your heart sinks, and 
your soul shudders at such a thought, then recollect, 
that if Christ died for you, then were you dead, — 
dead in trespasses and sins, — in bondage to corrup- 
tion, and the servant of those masters whose wages is 
death ; and recollect that the very purpose for which 
he died, and without which you disappoint the glori- 
ous salvation that he has wrought for you, ia, " that 
" henceforth you should not Utc unto yourselves, but 
" unto him who died for you and rose again." We 
must die with him if we hope to live with him ; we 
must enter into his service, and become his disciples 
by glorifying him in the body and the spirit, which he 
has redeemed ; and then can we look with pure and 
lowly hope for the forgiveness of our past wanderings, 
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nnd of the numberlesH transgresaions of which we are 
guilty, even after we liave surrendered ourselves to 
his good guidance: then can we look for support in 
the thousand falterings which we shall make in our 
journey, when we faintly attempt to tread in his 
gracious and sainted footsteps. 

He has purchased your thovj/hts ; for he has offered 
to make you the temple of his Holy Spirit, who will 
purify you from ain, and fill you with righteousneM 
and true holiness, and who will give you strength in 
all your trials, and consolation under all the care« of 
the world, the infirmities of your nature, and the wnk- 
ings of your hearts. 

He has purchased the words nf your nu/utk; for be 
has given you an example that ye should follow him, 
" who when he was reviled, reviled not again, and 
" in whose mouth waft found no guile ;" and who out 
of the good treasure of his heart brought forth good 

He has purchased your bodiei : those sinful bodieit, 
which were once the masters of our soula, by whose 
means we often become the servants of corruption and 
sensuality — those members, which were before the 
instmmenta of unrighteousness unto sin, are now made 
the instruments of righteousness unto God ; and by 
the help and power of that Spirit which he always 
gives to those that humbly ask him, we shall be able 
to wield these stubborn and rebellious members, the 
former instruments of ain and corruption, in the liring 
service of our Redeemer, It is as if we had stormed 
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the camp of the enemy, —had seized hia weapons and 
his armour, and had turned them against himself. 

Choose, then, which master you will serve — Mam- 
mon or God. Choose, then, which wages you will 
receive — Death or Immortality: and recollect that 
you can no more serve hoth these, than you can 
receive the waffea of both ; and that the service of 
God and of Mammon are as inconsistent as the death 
and inunortality that are their natural consequences. 
Think, before you decide, which master loves you 
most ; think which would sacrifice most for you. — 
Think what price the cold and ungenerous world 
would give to redeem you from a single pang of body 
or mind ; and think with what kind and devoted pro- 
digality your blessed Redeemer paid down himsdf — 
his body, and his meek and holy spirit, for your ever- 
lasting welfare. 

Finally : it may be useful to reflect that the hap- 
[nneis of the next world will eonsist in glorifying God 
in our body, and in our spirit, and in enjoying the 
delights of his everlasting presence. We can conceive 
no other; bo that it might be well, even on this 
account alone, to cultivate a disposition that is to 
constitute our happiness to all eternity : for even if 
our wild hopes of attaining heaven without glorifying 
him upon earth were fulfilled, — after all, what would 
it come to ? The last trumpet would summon us to 
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To go to heaven when we die, seems to be the grand 
■wish that we form to ourselves whenever we happen 
to fall into a aerioiia mood of thinking, or begin to 
grow melancholy at the prospect of death. To go to 
heaven,— and then it would appear that nothing more 
was wanting to complete our happiness. 

And yet there is one very simple question, that it 
is quite surprising we so seldom think of asking ; and 
that is, — "What kind of place ahould we find it if 
we went there?" That heaven is a scene of un- 
bounded happiness and everlasting delight there is no 
doubt whatever : but ehould we find it eo ; is quite 
another question. We know that a deaf man might 
be surrounded with the sweetest music and the moat 
enchanting harmony, and to him it would be all dead 
silence ; and a. beautiful portrait or a lovely landscape 
would be nothing but darkneaa to a blind man's 
eye. 

But to come atill neater to the point ; we know 
that the same company that would be enjoyed by a 
man of one description would be actually insupport- 
able to another ; and that there are many aitu atJMtf 
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in whiuh one man would find himself perfectly happy, 
that would make another utterly miierable. Now, 
to decide the queetian at once, only conceive for a 
moment that every man waa allowed to choose for 
himself in this particular, and that heaven was to he 
just what every man pleases ; and what would he the 
result ? Only look back upon your life, and ohserve 
the scenes in which you felt yourself most at home 
^the things in which your bouI has most delighted — 
where your heart was most interested and engaged ; — ■ 
and that would be your heaven. Fix your eye upon 
those flcenea of your keenest enjoyment— mark them 
well, dwell upon the circumstances by which they were 
characterised, — and you have the kind of heaven 
that you would choose. " Where your treasure is, 
" there would your heart be a.l9o." 

Witli some men heaven would be — what we will 
not dare to name : we must draw a curtain over it ; 
— we might mistake it for a scene that bears another 
name. With others, it would be the sumptuous board 
and the splendid establishment. With others, it would 
be the reward of ambition, and the shout of popular 
applause. With others, a round of the amusements 
that fill up the vacancies of human life. And, m ge- 
neral, it would probably be just such a pioce na this 
earth, — only with a certain number of comforts and 
advantages superadded, and a certain number of dan- 
gers and inconveniences removed. 

Now, is it not probable that to such men an these 
lid be a state either of languor or of misery I 
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I HeaTsn is not a theatre that shifts the scene to suit' 
I itself to every foolish fancy and every silly humour 
I of the spectators. It has, indeed, its fulness of joy 
[ and its pleasures for evermore ; but the question is, 
1 we the power and the relish to enjoy them ? We 
\ will suppose, for a moment, that our hope of going to 
\ heaven is, some way or other, fulfilled, and that {God 
ws how) we have passed the fearful account that 
[ we shall have to render,— of sins committed, of duties 
Bcted, of blessings abufied, of time squandered away. 
We will suppose that we have found our way into 
I that heaven that is the object of our hopes ; — what 
have we to promise to ourselves 1 We know at least 
f what we shall not find there ; we know that " naked 
we came into this world, naked ehali we go oufr of 
;" that the body which held its and the earth toge- 
I ther is laid in the dust from which it was taken ; the 
. bond that united us to this lower world is snapped, 
I and the chatmel through which we communicated with 
I it withdrawn ; and this busy stage upon which our 
effections have been running to and fro, seeking rest 
and finding none, is at once concealed from our view, 
and beeomes to us a dead blank. Alas ! alas ! what 
object shall we fasten upon to fill up the dreary va- 
cancy which was once occupied by our busy pursuits 
our dear pleasures upon earth J For, the gold 
j and the silver are gone, and the pipe, and the viol, 
I and the tabret, have died away in silence. What 
1 shall we seize upon to employ our minds, or to interest 
r hearts, or to excite our desires, or to I 
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conversation ? Alas ! where is thi 
selling, the bustle of business, or 
enterprise, that supplied ub a.t once 
our hopea? Where is the flowing gi 
and wanton merriment that used t( 
roar 1 Alas ! alas ! what shall we 
fol trifles by which we contrived, while we were upon 
the earth, to get rid of time, and forget that it v 
rolling over our heads ! What shall we do for those 
wild pursuits by which we made ourselves mad for a I 
time, and hunted eternity out uf our minds I What I 
shall we do for conversation ; upon what subjecta I 
shall we conrerse ! And then — to go on in this way [ 
for ever 1 and for ever I and for ever ! We cannot sit 
thus dreaming through eternity. If this be Hea 
would to God he had left ua still upon our beloyed 
earth I Wherefore have ye brought ua out of Egypt, 
where we ate and drank, and were merry, and have 
left us here to perish in the wildemesg ? Better would 
it have been for us to have still our interchangea of 
hope and fear, of pleaaure and pain, of repose and 
fatigue, of joy and sorrow, than to endure this dismal 
serenity, — than to say in the morning, " would to Grod 
" it were evening ;" and in the evening, " would to God 
"itweiemmiiig- 

Such is what we shall not find in heaven- But 
what is it that is there ? What vast fund of unex- 
ampled enjoyments, what crowd of fresh delights 1 
What is there to interest our affeclions and to fill our 
thoughts! "Even He that filktli all things;" the 
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' Being that can satisfy our immortal spirit ; 
" whom to know is hfe eternal," for " this ie life 
" eternal, to know thee, the only true God, and 
" Jesua Christ whom thou haat aent." All the bless- 
ings and delights of heaven are described as flowing 
' ftom him, " In thy piesence is fulneaa of joy, and 
'' at thy right hand are pleasures for evermore." To 
tee his tatx; to rejoice in the light of his countenance; 
to awake and behold hia glory, — are the strongest and 
loveliest ideas of happiness that even the language of 
inspiration and " lips touched with fire," have been 
able to convey. "I beseech thee," said the prophet 
of old, " show me thy glory. If thy presence go not 
" up witli me, carry me not up out of this wilderness. 
" I will stay here in the desert with thee ; for what 
" is the land flowing with milk and honey without 
" thee V But the everlasting employment of the 
blessed spirits is praise, and adorations, and hallelu- 
jahs : — -they are for ever before the tlirone of God, and 
serve him day and night in his temple, and they rest 
not day and night, saying, " Holy I holy 1 holy !" 

Now it may be well to ask ourselves soberly the 
question — how much of our present happiness consists 
in this which we find is to be the happiness of heaven 
to all eternity ? Really, does it suit our ideas of hap- 
piness ? Is it the happiness that we have been enjoy- 
ing for our past life 1 As God liveth ! have we been 
most happy when he was rteared to us, or farthett 
from us ? Have we most enjoyed ourselves when he 
was Jiiost in our thoughts, or least in our thoughts ? 



Really are our greatest pleasures those with which 
God has least to do 1 — and does it appear strange to 
ua that there should be such a iiixury in knowing 
God 7 Perhapa there are some to whom it conveyg a 
very dead and very cheerless idea. To know God ! to be 
engaged in celebrating his praises to all eternity 1 How 
long could we endure such a labour upon earth ] Alas 1 
alas ! how heavy and monotonous would it appear 1 
and what a release would it be to our spirits to launch 
again from the austerity of his society into the gay 
varieties of life I Then what becomes of your hopes 
of Heaven? Must it not miserably disappoint you? 
What would become of you, a forlorn and bewiidered 
stranger, aniong the saints that rest not day and night, 
saying. Holy! holyl holy! What would you do! 
— how would you dispose of yourself after the first 
glow of adoration had subsided, and the first swell of 
the anthem had died away upon your ears J Their 
joys would be lost to you : for it is no stupid and 
senseless worship in which they are engaged ; no idle 
clamour, or servile adulation. But they " sing with 
" the Spirit, and they sing with the understanding :" 
they know wherefore they praise him ; it is because 
they are becoming more and more acquainted with 
him who only is inexhaustible. Every other subject 
of thought would be drained by eternity : but him, 
boundless and unfathomable, they learn, and study, 
and adore for ever and ever 1 

It is no heartless inquiry into abstract science; 
cold and merely intellectual disquisition; but the pure 1 
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and glorious delight of a celestial spirit observing Infi- 
nite Wisdom carcying iato effect tiie designs of Infi- 
nite Beneyolence ; the thrill of admiration that ariaes 
from being allowed to contemplate the source from 
which love and goodnesB are for ever issuing in all di- 
rections. 

They see and pursue him in the works of nature, 
and are permitted to diBcover hia glory in the heaven^ 
and his handiwork in the firmament. They are 
finding out, by his permission, secret after secret in 
the VBBt Bclieme of the universe; and are taught how 
he guides the aun in his course, and ordains her jour- 
ney for the moon ; for what purpose he made the 
stars, and how he upholds them aloft, and makes 
them hia servants; and thousands of mysteries, of 
which we never dream, are they discovering in his 
works ; and at every discovery they fail down and 
cry, — " Holy I holy ! holy I" 

But more especially do they study him in his vrorit 
of Grace and Redemption ; (" for these are thin^ 
" which angels desire to look into ;") they remember 
that he forsook hia throne and left liis glory to look 
for a guilty and outcast world, that had wilfully 
plunged into darkness ; they remember that he took 
upon him our vile and loathsome nature, bearing our 
sins and carrying our infirmities ; they remember tiiat 
" he was despised and rejected of men, a man of sor- 
" rows, and acq^uainted with grief; that he wai 
" wounded for our sins, and bruised for our iniqul- 
" ties," and tasted the bittenieaa of death f 
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sakeB : they see him afterwarda ascending up on high 
and leading captivity captive, and bestowing gifts on 
man ; and behold him seated at the right hand of the 
Father, and making intercesiion for the tranagressora : 
and all this for beings who had deserted liia pleasant 
pastures — who had flung away his rod and his staff, 
and leaned upon broken reeds ; and (what is most 
aatonishing) had actually lost their taste and relish for 
immortal things I and yet talk of hoping to go to hea- 
ven, without waiting to inquire what heaven is, or 
wba,t it means. This work of mercy do the blessed 
inhabitants of heaven study for ever and ever; for it 
IB ineshaustible as the works of creation itself. New 
beauties and fresh glories are discovered at every view. 
Effects, which perhaps never occurred to the human 
imagination, may be developed from time to time ; 
and at every new discovery of love the whole heavenly 
boat brighten with immortal gratitude, and lay down 
their golden crowns before the throne, saying; " Holyl 
" holy.' holy!" 

But this devotion to the one great source of hap- 
piness only serves to bind them to each other in ties 
that are delightful and everlasting : stronger than all 
the confederacies of sin ; stronger than the affections 
of parent and child, brother and sister, husband and 
wife, are the affections of these immortal spirits to 
each other. 

It is true, they all turn their faces towards the 
throne; but their love and their regards all meet in 
Him who sitteth upon it. Jealousy and envy, malice 
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and revenge, are far away, chained down in ihe lake 
that burns for ever. Truth, clear truth, that needs 
no concealment, shows them each other's hearts ; and 
there they find Eternal Love written in living charac- 
ters by the finger of God. 

Delightful beyond aU the pleasures of the earth is 
the sweet coimsel that these blessed beings take with 
each other, and the converse in which they indulge : 
it always binds them closer than before ; for the sub- 
ject ia still — the one good God, the good and great 
Redeemer, who brought them together, and still holds 
them in eternal union. Is thiA the heaven you hoped 
for ? Do you find yourself capable of that happiness 
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la daily^ und foliow me. 

These are fearful words I It is true, they contain 
an invitation : it is true, they are written by the 
mildest, the gentlest, and the most graciouB being that 
ever moved upon the earth ; wiho loved U9 more than 
we have ever loved each other, or ourselves ; and they 
invite ua to follow him, who leads the way to all that 
is good, and pure, and holy, and delightful r but they 
speak of self-denial, and suffering, and mortification. 
There is not a single human passion to which they 
condescend to appeal; — not one of our vices, our frail- 
tiee, our prejudices, or our infirmities, not one even 
of the kind and generous affections of our nature. 
which they deign to conciliate or solicit for their sup- 
port; for in the same breath it is declared — " Who- 
" soever loveth father, or mother, or sister, or wife, 
" or his own life, more than n:e or the gospel, is not 
" worthy of me." 

These are fearful words : they need only be uttered 
in order to prove how we disobey them. If, instead 
of reading them in this place and on this day, when 
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our minds have attain-ed something of a aerious and a 
Bolenm caet from the service in which we have just 
been engaged, we were to meet them in the couree of 
our daily occupation; if they were to cross us in the 
midst of active life, while we were pursuing some of 
the dearest objects of our desires, — they would sound 
something like the toll of a death-bell in our ears, and 
lead us to ask ourselves this simple question, — Am I 
now following my Redeemer, or am I following my 
own imaginations ) 

And yet there was a time when it was obeyed by 
thousands and ten thousands : there were men who 
rejoiced to bear their cross; to many he had only to 
say, " Come, follow me," and they followed him: 
many of them rejoiced that they were counted worthy 
to suffer shame for his name ; " they were troubled 
"on every side, yet not distressed; perplexed, but 
"not in despair; persecuted, but not destroyed; al- 
" ways bearing about in the body the dying of the 
" Lord Jesus — " they " gloried in the cross of Christ, 
" by which the world was crucified to them, and they 
" to the world." For three hundred years they sus- 
tained their faith, and followed the steps of their 
Redeemer through oppressions, torments, and perse- 
cutions that exhausted the malice and ingenuity of 
man ; — in which the fury with which their enemies 
pursued them, and the miseries to which they were 
exposed for their feith, could only be equalled by the 
devotion and fortitude with which they were sustained. 
Patiently and cheerfully did they bear their cross : it 
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was not long since their Redeemer himself had suf- 
fered ; his footsteps from Jerusalem to Calvary were 
yet fresh upon the earth ; and it was not forgotten 
how he said, " The servant ia not greater than his 
« Lord." Those were days of affliction : but when 
milder times succeeded, and when the violence of 
persecution had subsided, Christians began to forget 
that they bad still to bear their cross: they began 
to fency that there was a different gospel for the per- 
secuted follower of Christ, and him who is left at ease 
in his possessions. We must have persuaded our- 
selves that there ia something very different between 
the gospel of those days of glorious and devoted suffer- 
ing, and the gospel of these later times, when scarce 
one holy thought or one pure affection of the heart 
rises to our Redeemer ; when the weight of the cross 
is hardly felt, and scarcely one guilty passion is over- 
come^ one sinful desire repressed for the sake of him 
who said, " Whoever will come after me, let him 
" deny himself, and take up his cross daily, and fol- 

And yet let us be assured that, however times and 
seasons may change, the everlasting gospel is still the 
same. God is always to be worshipped in spirit; 
for " God is a spirit; and they that worship him 
" must worship him in spirit and in truth." All the 
laws of the gospel are therefore spiritual, and are con- 
sequently unchangeable ; for however customs, and 
manners, and circumstances may alter, — however the 
way in which we are to carry our obedience into effect 
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may be influenced by difference of situation, the tbiU' 
tain in the heart, frooi which all our actions are to 
proceed, must be the same, — the obedience of the soul 
of man to hia God muat be the same. The disposition 
of the Christian ia the same through all eternity: and 
the same spirit that led the martyrs to the stake is to 
conduct us through the struggles of sinful nature and 
the temptations of a guilty world. 

Our Saviour foresaw that in prosperity we should 
be tempted to forget this, and for that very reason he 
seems to have added the word "daily" in the passage 
before us, — to remind ua that it is not so much by 
separate acts, and mere outward sufferings, that he 
expected ua to bear our cross, as by the constant dis- 
position of our hearts and the common tenor of our 
Uvea ; and for the sanne reason he takes care to ex- 
plain the expression, " bearing l/te cross," not so much 
by enduring persecution, or being willing to pve up 
our lives in his service, as by denying ourselves daili^. 

Can we be at a loss to understand this? We have 
only to compare ourselves with him whom we are to 
foUow, in order to perceive how much we nnust deny 
ourselves, and that, every hour of our hves, we have 
to cast down imc^inations and high things that exalt 
themselves against the knowledge of Christ. I do not 
even say, look at your mlful and deliberate mdb ! — 
Stop in the midst of any earthly pursuit in which 
you are engaged, — ^look into your heart, — see what 
passions, what dispositions are there : then look at 
the blessed Jesus, — look at his purity, — look t 
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devotion, whose meat and drint it was to do the will 
of his Father which is in heaven, — his exalted love 
to God, — his universal love for every human being, 
for friend and for enemy, — a. love which nailed him 
to the crosa, from wliich he dropped the prayer, 
" Father, forgive them, for they know not what they 
" do;" and then shall we understand what it is to 
deny ourselves daily, — daily to bear our cross, though 
we had never any other enemy to persecute us but 
the ain within our own hearts. One moment's com- 
parison between ourselves and him whom we are here 
commanded to follow, will show us that wo must 
crucify the guilty nature within us, — that we must 
bring every guilty passion into subjection to a higher 
principle, — that we must teach our earthly affections, 
even the most innocent, to move like slaves only at 
the permission of the spirit of holiness residing within 



Therefore let us beware of the fatal escusea which 
we hear every day of our lives ; — " If we act up to 
" the nature that God has given us, shall we not do 
" well ? God cannot have given us these passions 
" without intending that they should be gratified, 
" "Why do you therefore tell us tliat they are to be 
" daily mortified and overcome, and only indulged 
" under the government of such a holy feeling, that, 
" even then they are only half enjoyed ?" The plain 
and decisive answer is this, — It is not the nature 
which God has given you. Alas ! supposing, for an 
instant, that this corrupt and sinful nature is that 
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■which God originally gave, — what wiU it teach us? 
Aflk the labourer, who denies himself the repose which 
famiahed and exhausted nature aeems eagerly and al- 
most irresistibly to demand, and who struggles through 
the burning day of unremitting fatigue, why he de- 
frauds nature of every moment of rest and recreation 
which he can wring from her; and he will tell you, 
that self-denial is the common lot of man ; that when 
the earth was given foT sustenance to man, God said, 
" In the sweat of thy face shall thou eat bread all the 
" days of thy life." Now what human nature can do, 
shall it not do for its God ? If we find ouraelves in 
the company of another, ev n of u dea est and mort 
confidential friend, there is a deg ee f self-denial 
and restraint under which e lay u bel aviour— a 
restraint which we show n h p en now the 
respect which we feel, and ho ra nt which we 
subject ourselves in the pre ence of a hi man being, 
shall we not show in the presence of "the God who 
" is of purer eyes than to behold iniquity," Who 
watches every thought of our souls, and who counts 
the beatings of our hearts f 

At diflerent periods of our lives we break the kindest 
and dearest ties by which nature can bind us to a 
fellow- creature : we leave friends, and home, and all 
the associations of infancy and youth, for the purpose 
of bettering our fortunes ; and enter into new society 
as if into a new world, and undergo as it were a 
second birth into new scenes : sometimes traverse the 
globe in search of gain, or in the hope o 
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establishment in life before we die ; and what we can 
do for theae miserable objects, sliaO we not do for Qod 
and for solvation ? Shall we be surprised when we 
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nortal happiness, and the self- 
mplish it, should in fact be ai 
much greater than that we now are willing to exer- 
dee, as immortality exceeds the objects which we now 
pursue. Alas ! we shall have to deny ourselves daily 
as ]ong as our nature is such as it is. This is not the 
nature which God gave us. The nature which God 
gave ua was holy, pure, and an image of himself; 
the nature under which we now labour is sensual, 
corrupt, and so far from meriting the blessings of ano- 
ther world, that it has lost even a relish for its enjoy- 
ments. Our affections are all earthly; we have no 
love to spare to our God ; for to love the God of holi- 
ness we must become holy, as le is holy. It is there- 
fore that we are commanded to deni/ our nature daUy, 
It would sound strange if an angel were commanded 
to deny himself daily. Deny what ? Hit pleasure 
consists in the everlasting consciousness that he is in 
the presence of God, "at whose right hand there are 
" pleaam^s for evermore," His pleasure consists in 
exploring and admiring the perfections of God — his 
power, his wisdom, his unfathomable goodness ; in 
holding humble communion with his Creator, and pay- 
ing him devoted and everlasting adoration. Would it 
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not Bound strange if he was camananded to deny him- 
self these ? But look to man I Alna I the difference 
between his pleaaureg and those we have been de- 
scribing, will make us feel in our hearts the necessity of 
" denying ourselves," and will show us the full mean- 
ing of the precept. With which of all among us exists 
that feeling of love to God, and of delight in his pre- 
aence, which is all and all with the angel ? With 
which of us is it the natural feeling of the heart! 
And yet it sliould be the predominant principle, or it 
is nothing. It would eeem absurd tu state that God 
should be anything but the first and ruling object of 
our affections, — that he should be subordinate to any 
other. Accordingly we find that the most tremen- 
dous denunciations are Tegistered against those " who 
" forget God :" and as that love of God, — that delight 
in his presence,— -that worship of his perfections, which 
the angel enjoys, is not the natural or governing feel- 
ing and sentiment of our souls, how fatally would this 
difference show us (even if Scripture were silent upon 
the subject in every other passage but that before ua) 
the justice and necessity of that precept, — that " we 
" must deny ourselves ;" that we must contradict our 
nature, and make it move in daily and perpetual sub- 
ordination to a grander principle. 

But, alas I when we look behind, when we look 
before, what consolation is there from the past, what 
hope is there from the future ! From the past it is 
that we have now ascertained our danger ; and a mo- 
ment's communion with our hearts will show us \ 



helpless of themaelvea, how ineffectual and insufficient 
they are, without some new yital energy to assist 
their weak endeaToura, to work out tho great spiritnal 
change, without which heaven and its happiness can- 
not be comprehended, much less attained. But the 
Redeemer says, " Take up your cross and follow me." 
Here is indeed consolation and pardon for the past; 
hope and immortality for the future. As the ruins of 
that pure nature which God had endowed us with, 
and the express declaration and entire tenor of Scrip- 
ture, prove that a great change has taken place in the 
human race — a moral corruption, that lias broken the 
image which God has made for himself, and has given 
a shock to a part of his creation which he once pro- 
nounced to be " very good :" it appears absolutely 
necessary that some great change,^ — ^some moral con- 
vulsion, — some shock equal to the first, should take 
place in order to restore the derangement that was 
thus produced. God himfielf descended to bring his 
own work back to its purity. By the suffering on 
that cross he did what we could never have done for 
ourselves ; he made atonement for our guilty desertion 
of God J he became a full, perfect, and sufficient sa- 
crifice for the sins of our degenerate species ; and, 
through that suffering and the merits of his blood, he 
procured for us an assisting spirit, that is to keep 
pace with the weak exertions of our liearta, and help 
to overcome w th n us the dominion of sins, from the 
punishment of wl 1 e shall thus be acquitted 
through h 3 d at 
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Of thU great salvation the leading condition is. 
Faith in that Redeemer, — a full reliance upon him 
and his merita, which only can procure us pardon and 
immortality : and nothing can teach us to understand 
the nature of that faith, by which only we are saved, 
better than the very passage before us ; — " Take up 
"your cross and follow me," It makes Christ, and 
Christ alone, the object that we are to keep constantly, 
unremittingly in view, as all we can depend upon for 
hope, and blessing, and salvation ; but it shows that 
in order to this we must follow him, we must tread 
in his steps, we must imitate his example. In fact, 
faith (that word upon which so many stumble) in- 
cludes in its signification what we all perfectly well 
understand by a word very like it, J-delUy ; — the fide- 
lity of a servant to his master, of a disciple to his 
teacher. We look to him for everything; for hope, 
for example, and for strength. For hope — to bis 
atonement, through which only we must look for 
every spiritual bleasing which om" Heavenly Father 
bestows ; for example — to his life of purity and holi- 
ness, and charity ; for strength — to his Holy Spirit, 
without which our feeble struggles against the guilty 
nature within us would be all useless and unavailing. 

Thus the text before us shows us, as.it were, in a 
beautiful picture, the connexion between faith and its 
practical effects upon our lives and our feelinp. It 
represents us following Christ humbly, yet indefati- 
gably, under the burden of the cross ; keeping him in 
view as the only ground of our hope and our reliance ; 
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and, in order to keep in sight, we must toil on in our 
journey, bearing the cross, treading the path he has 
gone before us. The moment we cease to tread in his 
footsteps^ — ^the moment we halt in the way in which 
he has preceded, — he has got out of sight, and our 
faith and practice fail at the same instant. 
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I 



It IB almost always by comparison that we judge of 
the ease or the hardship of our aituation. You will 
generally find, that any man w!io complains of the 
Beverity of his lot, compares it either with some hap- 
pier Btate that he had himself formerly enjoyed, or 
with the more proaperovis circumstances of those by 
whom he ia surrounded ; at least you would think 
him entitled to very little pity if he continued to 
murmur and repine when his aituation was neither 
worse than what it was before, nor worse than that of 
most of Lib neighboure. 

If you should attempt to reconcile him to his situa- 
tion, what would be the most natural method of pro- 
ceeding ? By comparison : by showing him how much 
worse it miff/ii have been. Now this is the beat way 
of estimating the ease of the Christian yoke, and of 
weighing the burden that our Redeemer lays upon our 
shoulders; and thus shall we soon discover how gra- 
doufl are those coramandnientg which we think it 
fulfil ; how indulgent are thosi 
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we often neglect and despise: then when we hare com- 
pared them with other yokes and other burdens, shall 
we leam how easy is that yoke to which we often re- 
fuse to Bubmit; how light that burden which we often i 
fling with impatience to the ground. 

Let us first look abroad for matter of comparison. 
The greater part of the world have never yet been vi- 
sited by the Gospel of Christ ; have never yet heard 
the message of love and saivation. Now it may be 
curious to observe what are the religious yokes and 
burdens which these people have imposed upon them- 
selves; that is, in other words, what are the religious 
duties by which they hope t« become objects of the 
Divine favour, and partakers of the blessings he be- 
atowa, — to turn away his anger, to purchase his 
favour, to escape his vengeance, and conciliate his 
mercy. Perhaps it would be impossible to invent a , 
new kind of bodily torture which many among these 
wretched people have not willingly undergone for 
these objects. All those who are anxious to render 
themselves acceptable in the sight of God actually de- 
vote themselves to misery, and go in search of some 
new kind of suffering, by which they think they can 
become more worthy of his approbation. It would be 
a kind of punishment to us even to hear some of thera 
described. Death, in its ordinary shape, appears much 
too easy, and would be a relief to their sufferings ; 
but they contrive to lengthen out its agonies, so that 
many of them are dying for half their lives in lingering 
torments, in which they conceive the Supreme Being 
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^^^H takes peculiar delight. Sometimes these iiuBerabte 
^^^^B men offer their children, their relations, or their friends, 
^^^H as a Gacrifice to appease his fury ; and at other times 
^^^K they fly &om the company of men, and all the com- 
^^^^1 forts of society, to devote themselves to the service of 
^^^1 the Almighty in caverns and wildemeesea. Now ob- 
^^^^^ serve this arises from no command of God, — no reva- 
^^^^1 lation from Heaven ; it is the sentence of a man upon 
^^^H himself — the yoke and the burden that he has lud 
^^^H upon his own shoulders. 

^^^V Suppose God had said to us — "Wear the yoke 

^^^^ " which you find your fellow creatures have volun- 
" tarily chosen. 1 will allow you to attain eternal 
" life through these suflerings. Go, be your own tor- 
" turer, — bring your children to my altar, and honour 
" me with their blood ; and banish yourself from the 
" company of your fellow-creatures for ever, and you 
" shall be an inheritor of my kingdom ;"" — which of 
us could coccplatn 1 Measure these sufferings and mi- 
series, great as they are, with life everlasting — with 
the glories of God's presence, and the unseen riches of 
a future world, and jou would say, Lord, here I give 
thee my body, which thou requirest to be burnt — here 
it is, ready for the agony ; and here are the childieo 
whoBe blood thou requirest of my hands, and here am 
1, prepared to fly from the feUowship of my brotheri, 
and hide my head in the woods and the wilds from 
the sight of human kind,— yet still I feel it is only 
through the voluntary bounty of thy goodness and thy 
merey, that even a 



289 

will still be the effect of tliy loying kindness, if even 
thuB I become an inheritor of thy kingdom. 

Such then is the yoke and the burden of our neigh- 
bours, and such is what our yoke and our burden 
migfii have been. 

It is now time to look to what it is. Where now 
are our stripes, — our agonies, — the writhinga of our 
body, and the woundinga of our flesh ? Where is 
the lingering death which we are to endure, and the 
visitation of the wrath of God upon our souls 1 " He 
" was wounded for our tranggressions : the chasttse- 
" ment of oar peace was laid on him." There was a 
beloved Son, whose blood was shed for our aakes ; — 
but the lamb was not taken irom our flock, nor the 
child from our bosom: there was one who left his 
home on high for this wildemesa beneath, and has left 
us in our cheerful homes, and our peaceful habita- 
tion : Aw yoke was indeed severe, and his burden was 
heavy, for it was our toil that he endured, and our 
burden that he bore. " Surely, he hath borne our 
" griefs, and carried our sorrows!" and he has borne 
and carried them away. 

There is not a single pain of body or mind that we 
are called upon to endure because it is pain, — or for 
the sojle of the mfering itself. There is indeed self- 
denial and mortification. But it seems to be a law 
that cannot be broken — that where there is sin there 
must be pain; as long as there is sin aUve within, 
there will still be the struggle and the battle. But, 
even here, he is still with us; for, " I am with you 
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" even to the end of the world ;" and his holy and 
powerful Spirit is ever ready to sUBtoin ub. 

Now look at the imaginary god of the Indiana, 
watching with a kind of savage delight the agonies of 
his votarieB; and then look at your Uedeemer, hearing 
away all the Bufferings to which you were devoted, 
and assisting you in the conflict that you have yet to 
undei^o ! He was verily and indeed crucified for our 
sakes, and his body nailed to the tree ; but when he 
turns to us, he lays the cross gently upon our shoul- 
ders, and wJien he commands us to be crucified with 
him, he asks for no torments, no blood, but that we 
should " Render our bodies a Ihnny sacrifice, hrfy and 
" acceptable, whicli is our reasonable service;" that 
we should offer them as temples for his Holy Spirit, 
that we may glorify him in our body and in our spirit. 
He left the bosom of his Father to become your atone- 
ment ; but when he speaks to you, he tells you to 
live still in the midst of your family, to tell them how 
good the Lord is, to teach them his judgments and his 
statutes, to show them the path of life, and to lead the 
way, to educate a family for heaven, that your " eon« 
" may be as the young plants about the house of your 
" God, and your daughters as the polished comen of 
" the temple." The earth was to him a desert and a 
wilderness ; he was a stranger and a pilgrim " that 
" had not where to lay his head ;" but when he speaks 
to you, BO far from commanding you to desert your 
common brethren and fellow-creatures, he has united 
you to them by a bond as strong as that wliich holds 
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the world together ; for he has said, " As I have 
"loved you, so love one another;" and "by this 
" shall all men know that ye are my disciples," To 
perpetuate this divine benevolence, he has ordained 
that the day which he has chosen for himself ahonld 
be a day of common assembling among those that love 
him, that they may show how they love one another. 
He has pronounced a blessing upon Christian fellow- 
flhip, — " Where two or three are gathered together, 
" I am in the midat of them ;" and the sacrament 
that he left as a memorial of himself, he left, at the 
same time, as a memorial of Christian brotherhood and 
affection. 

Such is our yoke and our burden ! Let him, who 
has thought it too hard and too heavy to bear, be 
prepared to state it boldly when he shall appear side 
by aide with the poor and mistaken Indian before the 
throne of God at the day, of judgment. The poor 
heathen may come forward with his wounded limbs 
and weltering body, saying, ' I thought thee an 
' austere master, delighting in the miseries of thy 
' creatures, and I have accordingly brought thee the 
' torn remnants of a body which I have tortured in 
' thy service.' And the Christian will come forward 
and say, ' I knew that thou didst die to save me 
' from such sufferings and tormenta, and that thou 
' only commandedat me to keep my body in temper- 
' ance, soberness, and chastity, and I thought it too 
' hard for me ; and I have accordingly brought thee 
' the refuae and sweepings of a body that has been 



' corrupted and brutalised in the service of profligacy 
' and drunkenness, — even the body which thou didst 
' declare should be the temple of thy Holy Spirit." 
The poor Indian will, perhaps, show hia hands, reeking 
with the blood of his children, aaying, ' I tliought this 
' was the sacrifice with which God was well pleased:' 
and you, the Christian, will come forward with blood 
upon your hands also, ' I knew that tliou gavest thy 
' Son for my sacrifice, and commandedst me to lead 
' ray offspring in the way of everlasting life ; but the 
' command was too hard for me, to teach them thy 
' statutes and to set them my humble example : I 
' have let them go the broad way to destruction, and 
' their blood is upon my hand — and my heart — and 
' my head.' — -The Indian will come forward, and say, 
' Behold, I am come from the wood, the desert, and 
' the wilderness, where I fled from the cheerful society 
' of my fellow-mortals because I thought it was pleas- 
' ing in thy sight.' And the Christian will come for- 
ward and say, ' Behold, I come from my comfortable 
' home and the communion of my brethren, which 
' thou hast graciously permitted me to enjoy ; but I 
' thought it too hard to give them a share of thoee 
' blessings which thou hast bestowed upon me ; I 
' thought it too hard to give them a portion of my 
' time, my trouble, my fortune, or my interest ; I 
' thought it too hard to keep my tongue from cursing 
' and reviling, my heart from hatred, and my Land 
' from violence and revenge.' What will be the 
answer of the Judge to the poor Indian, none can 



preBuine to gay. That lie was sadly mistaken in the 
means of salvation, and that what he had done could 
never purchase him everlasting life, is beyond a doubt ; 
but yet, the Judge may say, "Come unto me, thou 
" heavy-laden, and ! will give thee the rest which 
" thou couldst not purchase foj thyself." But, to the 
Christian, " Thou, who hadst my easy yoke, and my 
" light burden ; thou, for whoTn all was already pur- 
" chased"' — —Thank God; it is not yet pronounced; 
— begone ! and fly for thy life ! 

We have now compared the Christian yoke with 
that of others,— we have looked abroad for comparison. 
We have next to look at hom-e, and compare it with 
those yokes which the Christian yoke displaces, — those 
yokes which are flung off when this is assumed. 

There ia the yoke of pride : — ^and who has not felt 
its weight ? There is scarcely a day of our lives in 
which our pride is not hurt. Sometimes we meet with 
direct afironl ; at other times, we do not think we are 
treated with the respect we deserve ; at other times, 
we find that people do not entertain the opinion of us 
whieh we would wish them to hold; but, above all, 
how often do we find ourselves lowered in our own 
Opinion ; and then the yoke of pride becomes more 
uneasy by our endeavours to regain our own good 
opinion, and to hide the real state of the case from 
our conscience. 

But the Christian's yoke is humility; its very nature 
depends upon humility; for no one has submitted 
to the service of Christ, or become his disciple, until 



fully aenBible of his own unworthlnesa, and, conse- 
quently, of hia want of the merits of a FUdeemeT. 
ThuB has the Christian Lecome acquainted with the 
plague of hia own heart, — his ain has been often before 
him ; and, however deeply he may lament its guilt, he 
has lost that blind and haughty self- sufficiency that 
makes him uneasy at the ne^ect of others, or a&aid to 
stand the scrutiny of self-examination. 

There is the yoke of debauchery and sensuality; 
that galling yoke, which even those who wear it cannot 
bear to think upon ; and, therefore, they still continue 
to plunge into dmnkenness and profligacy lest they 
should have time to think on their lost and disgraceful 
situation. Those miserable men, when the carousal 
and the debauch are over, then begin to feel the weight 
and the wretchednesa of the yoke that they are bear- 
ing. They then fee! what it is to load their bodies 
with pain and disease, and their everlasting souls with 
every foul and sinful thought; — to have brutaliaed 
their nature, or to have sunk it, by intoxication, into 
a state of which brutes seem incapable ; — and they 
then feel the weight of their yoke, when this indiilg- 
ence has put them into such a state of madness and 
insensibility, that they may commit a crime which 
will be the yoke and the burden of their consciences 
for the rest of their lives. Is it necessary to compare 
the Christian yoke with this ? We will not disgrace 
it by naming it in the same breath- 
Then there is the yoke of covetousness : and who 
does not know ail the cares, all the watehings, all the 
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restless days and sleepless tiighta, — and, after all, the 
endless disappointments that the most prosperous and 
Buceesafnl wi!l have to encounter through life } And 
then the fearful anticipation of that day, when a. man 
shall find that all these things are as if they had never 

The Christian, indeed, has liis fears and his trem- 
blings,— his watchings and his prayers ; and he has to 
bear his burden through the strait gate along a narrow 
way. But richer than all that misers ever dreamed of, 
or fancied, is the treasure over which he watches, and 
its attainment is as much more certain, as its value is 
more lasting and more glorious : " Seet, and ye shall 
" fiiid," sounds sweetly in his memory, and hope 
already represents the heaven tO' which he is approach- 
ing; and the love of Christ, and the power of his 
Spirit, and the conviction that the Lord is on his aide, 
and that " He is able to keep that which is commit- 
" ted to him," will make his cares and his watchings 
more delightful than the rich man's repose. 

ye sinners 1 who have set your hearts upon the 
world and its vanities, and who say that the Lord is a 
hard task-master ; end who think that the spiritual 
delights of his service, even upon this miserable earth, 
are all vain imaginations, — if you do not believe that 
the Lord will fulfil his promise upon earth, do you 
mean to say that you believe he will fulfil his pro- 
mises in heaven J Do you pTetend that you trust 
in Christ for acceptance in another world when you 
doubt his good promise in this ? Do you mean to 



Bay, that you believe that he ia able and willing to 
r^e your vile body at the last day, and that he it 
not able and willing to support you under any apiritua! 
aacrilice that you may make for his sake — that he is 
not able to change and purify your old heart? Do 
you really believe the one without the other i 

But the grand diffetence between the Christian and 
the man of the world is, that the burden of tlie one 
is gathering as he proceeds, while that of the other is 
becoming lighter and more easy; the man of carnal 
mind and worldly affections clings more and more to 
his beloved earth, and new cares thicken around his 
death-bed ; — hia burden is collecting as he advances, 
and when he comes to the edge of the grave it bears 
him down to the bottom like a mill-atone. But the 
Bleaaed Spirit, by gradually elevating the Chrifitian's 
temper and desires, makes obedience become more easy 
and delightful) until he mounts into the presence of 
Gfod, where he finds It " a service of perfect freedom." 
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Preached at St. Werburgh'e Church, fov the Parochial 
Sdiool of St.Audoen, Zlih June, 1818. 



Romans, v. (part nftliu 12lh verse.) 
Bg cm man sin tnlered into lie world. 

It is a. gloomy thought, that we were once better 
than we are : many a generous spirit has had life em- 
bittered by fiuch a recollection; and a similar feeling 
is naturally excited when we consider that we are 
d^raded beings in the scale of creation, and that we 
have lost the attitude wliic}i we were intended to 
mdntain among the works of God. 

It is indeed easily said, with a sigh, that we are 
fallen beings,— and it ia easily forgotten again. But 
when this humiliating truth has once taken possession 

' This was one of the Bulbni's eariieBl Bennnns : it has hftsa 
transcribed for the press fioin several detached fragraems of paper, 
and it is supposed that parti of it have been lost, whiuh ncconnU 
for some apparent incohercncj in the plan. However, imperfect 
as it is, it may not appear unworLhy of a place in ibis Collec- 
tion, at a ipecimen of the author's first addresses from the pulpit* 
— Editor. 
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i a living and habitual principle, 
it IE Burprising what a powerful ascendancy, and what 
a purifying influence it exercisea over the heart and 
the faculties : how it quenches the fiery and restless 
spirit within ua; how it subdues much of what is bold 
and daring in the disposition ; how it hangs like a dead 
weight upon many a haughty and aspiring thought ; 
, how it crushes many a proud and ambitious purpose 
a the dust ! — and it is well that it should be so. It 
3 no great proof of courage to carry a higher spirit in 
the sight of God while we are moving through life, 
I than we expect to sustain when we are stretched feint 
.^erlesa upon our death-beds ; or to tread with 
a firmer step and a loftier port upon the feee of the 
earth, than when we are advancing to the throne of 
, God at the day of judgment. 

But if a sense of our degeneracy repreaaes all the 
proud and rebellious principles of our nature, it is cal- 
culated to draw forth in a peculiar manner all that is 
1 bumble, and kind) and amiable, and affectionate i — 
I it teaches us to look upon others with a pity inspired 
I by our own experience ; — it calls upon us loudly to 
make common cause against the misfortunes of our 
common situation ; for it is a grand principle insinu- 
ated into our nature by the Deity, that we are more 
intimately linked together by a sense of common dan- 
ger than by a state of common security. Humility is 
the true source of Christian benevolence: humility, 
that reads its own lot in that of a fellow creatiu 



that reininda us "that all have sinned," and that 
therefore we are all strangers and pilgrims on the 
earth. It does not, like the benevolence of the world, 
seat you upon an eminence, from which, like some 
superior being, you may fling a scanty and occasional 
pittance to the wretches whom you see stru^ling be- 
neath ; but it places you mth them, side by side, 
toiling onward the same way, only better furnished 
for the journey, and called on by the voice of God and 
all the charities of the liuman heart to reach forth your 
hand to your weaker and more helpless fellow tra- 
vellers. 

The fall of man, and the consequent deterioTation 
of our nature, has been ridiculed by many of the ene- 
mies of Christianity as fabulous and unphilosophical ; 
but It should be recollected, that we cannot indulge a 
single hope of ever rising to a higher state of being, 
without admitting an equal probability, in the nature 
of things, that we have fallen from it : we must give 
up our hopes of a more spiritualised and glorious ex- 
istence, and condemn the human race to utter annihi- 
lation, upon the same principle on which we deny the 
possibility of our corruption and degeneracy : and if 
we attentively obaerve the features of the nature to 
which we belong, we shall perceive a struggle between 
different principles, and a diacftrdance of feeling in the 
same person at different periods, that we ofren un- 
consciously regard as the conflict of two contending 
natures. 

We have, indeed, but a slight account of the state 
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from which we fell : perhaps it would have been use- 
less to have described it more circumstantially — we 
might not ha capable of underetandJng it. The pro- 
phet eeeniB to have exhauated description when he 
tells us, that we were Tnmle in the linage of God; so 
that, if we wish to aacertain what we were, it would 
geem we must look to the Deity himself. This would 
be a bold task, even though we undertook it for the 
purpose of humhling ourselves to the dust. But there 
is one citcumatance related which helps ua to under- 
stand in what consists our humiliation : — when Adam 
had sinned, he shrunk from the yoice of God. The 
presence of that gracious Being, who was identified 
with every biessing that he enjoyed, was before grate- 
fully and gladly encountered : the thought of God was 
above Aim, and enveloped him, and he could throw luB 
heart open, fearlessly, before him, and show him his 
own image. But now, how many of the thoughts of 
our heart would be put to flight by one glance of God 
into our souls I haw many of our pleasures would va- 
nish before the idea of his presence ! We know too 
well what an enemy to many of our favourite pursuits 
is the God " who is of purer eyea than to behold ini- 
quity; and when we hear hia voice we attempt to shut 
ourselves from hia view by excluding liim from our 
thoughts, as if, under the shelter of such a subterfiige 
as this, we could elude either his scrutiny or hia ven- 
geance ; and if nothing occurred to seize our attention 
by surprise, or force our minds upon the consideration, 
perhaps the first thing that would awaken us'to a just 
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Bcnse of our altuation would "be the muiid of the last 
truijipel ! 

But sometimes we have strange mispvings. In the 
depth of the night, when we are left to darknesa, to 
sileDce, and Duraelves, the utter stillness, and the bknk 
void that surrounds us sometimes Lring a powerful 
sense of God's presence along with them, — and the 
more we attempt to escape it, the more palpably it 
seems to gather around us in tlie obsi^urity. Some way 
or other, man can never be totally alone : the very ah- 
gence of every other being, and of every other ohject of 
sense or thought, appears almost necessarily and irre- 
Bistibly to suggest the presence of God. Then, when 
we seem to feel ourselves, as it were, under the imme- 
diate pressure of the Almighty, the thought will occur, 
Was he not equally present this day and every mo- 
ment of my life? and yet how little have I been 
influenced in my heart, conversation, and conduct, by 
the sense that his eye was everlastingly open upon 
me, as it is at this instant !' 
In the fire and vigour of active life, man devotes all 
his energies, faculties, and exertions to the attainment 
of some fevourite object, and pursues it, as if it were 
immortality itself, with a fond and desperate idolatry. 
The fetal remark, that all he seeks is " vanity," in- 
trudes into his conversation, or suggests itself in his 
schemes. He gives it the usual tribute that is paid to 
most moral truths — a sign of acknowledgment, then 
hurries on snatching his joys, and struggling through 
his diflUculties, until a blovr is struck 1 His hope, 
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l^pon vrhich he built hia happiness, is shivered; 
atands aghaat, hke one startled from a dream, ard the 
common and monotonous truth, that all he seeks is 
" vanity," comes upon him, like something strange 
and oracular, with a painful and bewildering novelty, 
arising from the consciousness that it had long been 
sounding in his mind and echoing in hie fancy, but 
had never before reverberated to hii heart. Then, at 
length, when he has no other object to which he can 
turn either for pursuit or relief, for activity or repose, 
he thinks of turning himself to his God ; and the 
thought will occur, ' If I had served my God as I have 
' pursued this earthly object, he would not have de- 
'serted me;' the thought will occur, 'If God had 
' offered me immortal happiness, such as eye hath not 
' seen, nor ear heard, neither hath it entered into the 
' heart of man to conceive, merely if it were then the 
' first object of my desires, — to me it had been lost! 
' My affections never ascended into heaven, they went 
' wandering to and fro upon the earth, seeking rest and 
' finding none,' We then learn the nature of sin, — 
we learn that we have fursaken God, and that we have 
not only lost immortality, but even a relish for its en- 
joyments. 

The wry pleaetires we are capable of enjoying ex- 
hibit something ruinous in their nature. In the course 
of our lives we find that evil is not only perpetually 

I interchanging with good, but that it is actually ne- 
f to its very existence. If we attentively ob- 
ir pleasures, we shall find that many of ^ 
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partake of its nature ; and If it U often an inteirup' 
tion to our enjoymentB, it is Btil! oftener, periiapa b1- 
ways, either their chief cause, or one of their necessary 
ingredients. Our passion for variety is an evident 
proof of this : we are so far from having a lively idea 
of smooth and uninterrupted happiness, that the most 
luxuriant description soon becomes languid and unin- 
teresting ; while the moumfiil, the terrible, the abrupt 
posseES a strange and mysterious attraction, which 
aeldom loses its influence over our minds. Our great- 
est pleasures are often only escapes from pain ; — often 
grow in proportion to it, are often heightened by con- 
trast : and many can reflect -with pleasure upon the 
bitterest grief, in recollecting the sweetness of the 
consolation by which it was followed. Such is the 
incomprehensible nature to which we belong ! We 
are perpetually flying fi;ora evil, and meeting it at 
every turn in the shape of good j — pursuing good, and 
finding it evil in disguise : — talking of happiness, 
without well knowing what it means. 

In such a state as this, when we know not whither 
we were tending, and while no light was thrown 
across the grave into another worid, it is natural to 
suppose that we felt comparatively little in each 
other's fate. Yet even in a more hopeless state than 
this, does our great poet represent the fallen angels 
consoling each other in their melancholy destiny, for 
whom no gospel ever sounded, and no Saviour ever 
bled, to cheer them into exertion, and to consecrate , 
their communion. But to us has he come ; and 
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had never Baid, "As I have loved you, so love, one 
" another ;" if he had never said, " what you give 
" unto these little ones is given unto me," would not 
the sense of your common fall animate you to assist 
them to a common renovation 1 

And let it not be forgotten, that the charity of a 
Christian and of a man of the world are far asimder. 
The chanty of the man of the world is bestowed as the 
pft of some superior being to a creature of a lower 
oi-der, the charity of the Christian is the self-devotion 
of Paul for his brethren of the same great family. 

Perhaps we were destined to have risen into the 
rank of angels; perhaps we vi;ere destined to have be- 
come ministering spirits to such beings as ourselves. 

And if there were then any guilty world which had 
rebelled against its Creator, and which he had flung 
from him, in his wrath, among the refuse of creation; 
and if it contained sin, and misery, and death, rob- 
beries, murders, adulteries; if its inhabitants had for- 
gotten their God, as if he had never existed, and 
riveted their affections upon the few perishable blesB- 
ings that were not yet taken away ; if, at the same 
time there still remained some fragments of a grander 
nature, — some scanty gleams of a brighter intellect, — 
some faint and transitory glowings of purer and holier 
affections, — some few traits of resemblance to that 
happy nature which we enjoyed ; it might have been 
one of our permitted occupations to visit, at certain 
lis, this ruined people. Then m 
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enjoyed that light and easy charity which we must not 
now dare to arrogate to ourselvea, — the condescending 
benevolence of auperior beings to their fallen and de- 
graded inferiors. If, while we were wandering through 
the universe and exploring the infinity of God, the 
Bound of sorrow and despair were to reach us from 
Bome distant and passing world, we might turn aside, 
for a moment, out of our course, and drop the consola- 
tion, without looking into the misery that we relieved. 
We might make our visits as we pleased, and ease a 
grief or shave a joy, as either was presented to our 
view; and if their Creator again looked graciously 
upon that abandoned race, and sent a Saviour to bring 
them back within reach of hia goodness, we might 
come down softly upon the shepherds of that people, 
as they were keeping watch over their flocks by night, 
with good tidings of great joy, or bear the spirits of the 
redeemed from a world of restlessness into their ever- 
lasting repose. But this is not the charity for sudi 
beings as we are, either to receive or give. Our 
salvation was not effected by such happy beings as 
these: — it was by one who was "a man of sorrow, 
and acquainted with grief." 

It is a cruel mockery of our nature to represent 
Christian charity with all the decorations of a heathen 
goddess, and arrayed in tlie fond and romantic orna- 
ments that charm and invite the imagination. Alas ! 
Christian charity has no wings to bear her through a 
purer and loftier atmosphere, while she showers down 
blessings upon the multitude "beneath : she does not 



drop the Hbeaf into the pow man's boctnn, or tbafi^ 
land upon hit cottage, while ahe passes in bee or tt 
triuinph over his head. But tomelimes she is fiNmd 
in the most loathsome of hmnan habitatiims, and in 
contact nith wretches, from whose guilt or whiMC 
mitery the moral sense recoils, and at which the refine- 
ment of education shudders in disgust : sometimes lid 
figure h scarcely discernible while she stru^les on her 
lonely and weary way through the crowd of porerty, 
impurity, and Bin : she may be seen turning into the 
dark and comfortless hoTel, and speaking the blessed 
gospel of God, over the dying embers of a winter's fire, 
to the shivering, perhaps hardened beings that Bur- 
round it : at other times, she stands over the damp 
and squalid bed, where the frame is racked with suf- 
fering and disease, where perhaps conscience is doing 
her angry work, or is lying, BtiU more fearfully, asleep. 
It is folly to attempt to reconcile this to the Christian's 
mind by painting her with the graces and the virtues 
in her train. Alas I even the blessed beings that are 
then perhaps actually around him, — the constituted 
authorities of heaven that minister to a Christian's 
imagination, and upon which his fancy is permitted to 
repose, — even these often appear to forsake liim; the 
guardian-angel seems to stand far aloof above the cabin 
that is the scene of pollution and depravity ; the 
waving of golden pinions is but dimly seen through the 
soiled end shattered lattice; the song of cherubim and 
seraphim is only heard faintly, aloft and at a distwwe, 
through broken interval b, between the shrieks of bodily 
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pains, or the groans of mental ^ony ! But the Chris- 
tian recollects that there was one gracious Being who 
went before him, and who left an invigorating spirit 
behind him, whose office was to support those whom 
all the world had forsaken. 



Suppose it were suddenly revealed to any one among 
you, that he, and he alone of all that walk upon the 
fece of this earth, was destined to receive the benefit 
of his Redeemer's atonement, and that all the rest of 
mankind was lost — and lost to all eternity ; it is hard 
to say what would be the first sensation excited in 
that man's mind hy the intelligence. It is indeed 
probable it would be joy — to think that all his fears 
respecting his eternal destiny were now no more ; that 
all the forebodings of the mind and misgivings of the 
heart — all the solemn stir which we feel rising within 
tia whenever we look forward to a. dark futurity, — to 
feel that all these had now subsided for ever, — to 
know that he shall stand in the everlasting sunshine 
of the love of God I It is perhaps impossible that all 
this should not call forth an immediate feeling of de- 
light: but if you wish the sensation to continue, you 
must go to the wilderness ; you must beware how you 
come within sight of a human being, or within sound 
of a human voice ; you must recollect that you are 
now alone upon the earth ; or, if you want sodety, 
you bad better louk for il among the beasts of the 
field than among the ruined species to which you 
belong ; unless indeed the Almighty, in pity to your 
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desolation, should Bend his angels before the appcdntad 
time, that you might ieam to forget in. their aoeutj 
the outcast objects of your former Bympathies. But 
to go abroad into human society, — to walk amongtt 
beings who are now no longer your fellow-creatures, — 
to feel the charity of your common nature rising in 
your heart, and to have to crush it within you like a 
sin, — to reach forth your hand to perform one of the 
common kindnesses of humanity, and to find it wither- 
ed by the recoJlection, that however you may mitigate 
a present pang, the everlasting pang is irreverBible; to 
turn away in despair from these children whom you 
hove now come to hUss and to save (we hope and 
trust both here and for ever I) — perhaps it would be 
too much for you ; at all events it would be hard to 
state a degree of exertion within the utmost range of 
human energy, or a degree of pain within the ferthest 
limit of human endurance, to which you would not 
submit, that you might have one companion on your 
lonely way from this world to the mansions of h^pi- 
nees. But suppose, at that moment, that the angel 
who brought the first intelligence returns to tell you 
that there are heinga upon this earth who may yet be 
saved, — that he was before mistaken, no matter how, 
— perhaps he was your guardian angel, and darted 
from the throne of grace with the intelligence of your 
salvation without waiting to hear the fete of the rest of 
mankind, — no matter how, — but he conies to tell you 
that there are beings upon the earth who are vrithin 
the reach of your Redeemer's love, and of your own — 
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that Bome of them are now before you, and their ever- 
lasting deatiny is placed in your hands ; then, what 
would first occur to your mind ? — privations, dangers, 
difficulties ? No : but you would say, Lord, what 
shall I do ? shall I traverse earth and sea, through 
misery and torment, that of those whom thou hast 
given me I may not lose one ? 

We are not indeed called to perform duties to such 
an awful extent, but we are called upon to perform 
several duties of the same description. It may be 
yours tomoveamongst your fellow-citizens, diffusing a 
Christian's charity and a Christian's eiample through 
many a circle of society ; to heal many a broken 
heart ; to cheer many a wounded spirit ; at least you 
will not forsake (feee diildren : — that indeed should 
be your light and delightful duty. On the mature 
and the aged, many a gift falls dead and unvalued — 
many a seed is sown that never springs into harvest. 
But here, where youth is flexible and genial (and the 
decency in which they now stand before you proves 
how the seed is cultivated), every grain that you bow 



may bring forth an himdred-fold, bearing fruit to e' 



lilting life. 





Nmc UK see t/iroagh a ifiaia darWy; bat (hini,fact tajiiaa i 
jbrwur n» f/otA fmt then Aall I htrtw, even as also I am knoatti 
And nom alndelh FaiA, Hopt, Chu,rily,-~ikese thresi but lb 
ffreatesl of these ia C^iarity^ 

It must BOmetimes appear very extraordinary, that 
God has not thought fit to give us more information 
respecting the pains and pleasures of the world to 
whicli we are fast approaching. We know, indeed, 
that there are the torments of hell and the delights of 
heaven ; — that there are sufferingB, compared with 
which, all the misery that we can undergo upon the 
earth would appear rest and tranquillity ; and that 
there is a fulness of joy that would make al! earthly 
happiness seem " vanity and vexation of spirit." 

This " we see in a glass darkly :" but when we 
attempt to explore those glorious mansions of unex- 
tinguishable happiness, or those awful regions of hope- 
less misery, or to discover of what particular kind are 
those sufferings and those enjoyments, our search is 
stopped. We find that, in a great measure, " clouds 
" and darkness rest upon them," and that we shall not 
well comprehend their nature, until the day witt 
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Bhall be wrapped in the ikmes that shall nevet be 
quenched, or mantled in tKe glories that ahall shine as 
the firmament, for ever and ever. 

It is Tcry natural that our curiosity should feet 
mortified at the disappointment ; but, besides, we can- 
not help conceiving, that if we were better acquainted 
with these punishments and these enjoymeata, we 
should be more powerfully restrained fcom sin, and 
more vigorously excited to obedience. We cannot 
help thinking, that if the miserable man who is storing 
up " wrath for himself against the day of vengeance," 
— in drunkenness and deTiauchery, in an unholy con- 
versation, in an old heart, unchanged and unsanctified, 
only knew what were the particular agonies that 
awaited him in the world to come, he could not pro- 
ceed in his course of misery and perdition ; and if the 
Bible contained a history of the dismal abode to 
which he is approaching, with a minute and circum- 
stantial account of all its chambers of horrors, and this 
wretched man were to study beforehand the sufferings 
into which he was plunging, — it seems to our frail 
conceptions impossible, that he would not cast himself 
upon his knees, and smite upon his breast, saying, 
" God be merciful to me a sinner I" And, oa the 
other hand, we cannot help fancying that if the glories 
of everiasting felicity were more distinctly revealed to 
the humble and contrite, who are bearing their cross 
and following their Redeemer, they would encounter 
temptation with greater vigour and resolution, when 
the crown that was purchased for them was hanging 
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distinctly in view, and they had a clearer and more 
lively repreBcntation of the immortality to which they 
were advancing. 

But the fact aeema to be, that in our present atate 
we are not capable of more than ia already revealed. 
The great probability ia, that these pains and these 
pleasures can never be understood except by actual 
experience, — except by being actually suffered, or 
actually enjoyed. This seems to be intimated by 
the apostle in the verse immediately preceding those 
before us ; — " When I was a child I spake ae a child, 
" I thought as a child ; but when I became a man, I 
" put away childish things." He describes our atate 
in this life as one of infancy or childhood, in which 
our language and our notions of things must be suit- 
ed to our childish capacities. Now we know, or we 
ought to know, what a privilege it ia to receive an 
education that cultivates and informs our minds, — 
that enables us to read the word of God, and to un- 
derstand as much of his will as has been revealed. In 
fact, what would we take in exchange ? And yet we 
know how fruitless it would be, when wo were firat 
commencing to instruct a child in spelling, if we should 
endeavour to excite it to diligence, by descanting on 
the miseries of ignorance, or enlarging on the advan* 
tages of education, and all the pleasures that it alford- 
ed, — or by attempting to disclose the treasures that 
the word of God contains. We should see clearly that 
such things were beyond its capacity; and that, be- 
fore it could comprehend all these pleosuree and ad- 
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■vantages, it must 
we ouraelTes. 

So it is with V 
state. We are m 
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mderatand them nearly as well as 



in some degree, in this mortal 
e children and incapable of ade- 
quately comprehending the things that belong to a 
more advanced condition of existence. But ail of 
which we are capable our blessed father has given. 
Let UB return to the example with which the apostle 
has supplied us. 

When you found yourself unable to make your child 
comprehend, before it could read, the advantages and 
peculiar blessings of a good and religious education, by 
what means would you indui;e it to submit to your 
oommanda ? You would first endeavour to supply it 
with an implicit confidence both in your wisdom and 
your good-will : you would endeavour to make it feel, 
that though it could not perceive the use of what you 
were teaching, you were certainly working for its 
good : you would show it by your kindness and your 
love, — by all the sacrifices you were willing to make 
for its comfort and welfare, that you could have no- 
thing but its happiness in view ; and thus its confi- 
dence in your wisdom, your good-will, and affection, 
would stand instead of an actual knowledge of the ad- 
vantages to be derived from the instructions you were 
conveying — advantages which, we have already seen, 
it could not yet comprehend. 

And thus does our Father deal with us. We are 
poor, ignorant, and helpless children, who do not un- 
derstand either all the miseries of sin, or all the glories 




of a noble and more exalted etate. Such knowlt 
is too wonderful for us ; we cannot attain unto it. 
But the gracious Lord, in place of this knowledge, has 
given U8 Faii}i,—& ground of trust and confidence in 
him, that may induce U5 to learn his law, and to sub- 
mit ourselves, our souls and bodies, to hie good go- 
vernment. What proofs has he not given us of hia 
wisdom, his good-will, and hia affection ? We need 
mention but one. We need not even speak of all the 
noble faculties with which he has endowed us, all the 
g^ts tiiat he has showered upon our unworthy heada, 
— health, strength, borne, and friends, — comforts and 
blessings that cannot be counted. We need mention 
but one, — " He that spared not his own son, but gave 
" him for ub, how shall he not, with him, freely give 
" us all things ?" This is the great ground of a 
Christian's faith — that for us blind, childish, corrupt, 
and guilty sinners, (so far from deserving — incapable 
even of understandinr; the enjoyments of a future and 
holy state,) he gave hia own Son I What earthly pa- 
rent is entitled to this confidence ! Oh, if we had waited 
for such a proof of the kindness of an earthly father 
before we hod submitted ourseivea to his guidance, we 
should have been now naked, dark, and wandering sa- 
vages. One would have thought tiiat we might have 
given our gracious father credit for hia good intentions; 
but, though we knew God, we glorified him not as 
God. It was not enough; for though the " ox knoweth 
" his owner, and the aas his master's crib," we went 
after our own lusts and imaginations — we wovdd not 



believe what we did not understand, — the miseries of i 
the guilty, and the joys of the righteous. We would 
not believe them ao as to purify our hearts and change 
our lives and conversations. Yet he would win our 
confidence, — he would engage our affectione, — he would 
make us regard him as a Father, and obey him as a 
Father, and " he spared not his own son." And thus 
as the earthly father, instead of vainly attempting to 
describe to his child aO the blessings and pleasures of 
good habits and a religious education, would inspire 
him with a trust in his good intentions, — bo God, when 
nothing else could save us, delivered up his own Sou; 
and thus convinces us what good things he has in store 
for them that love him, that we might be willing to 
forsalte our own ways — the ways of ruin and misery, 
and submit to be taught, to be educated, to be directed 
by him; and therefore does he declare, "Except ye 
" be converted, and become as little children, ye can- 
'* not enter the kingdom of heaven." 

Thus faith abideth instead of knowledge, and is to 
produce the same effect. It is instead of the hiowledge 
of the miseries of hell and tlie glories of heaven: for 
what must we believe them to be, if it cost the blood 
of the Son of God to deliver us from the one, and to 
purchase for us the other ? 

But this is not all. When your child had been led 
to repose his confidence in your good intentions, and 
had accordingly submitted his will to yours, and con- 
sented to be taught, controlled, and directed by your 
instnictiona and commands, — as he advanced and im- 
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proved, you would attempt to give him some distant 
idea of the good and glorious effects of the diBcipline to 
which he was submitting ; as his mind became more 
enlarged, you would find him better able to compre- 
hend the happy conBeqitences, You would soon re- 
lease him from the bare necessity of taking your word 
that you were working for his good. He would soon 
leani to guess, from the progress he had already made, 
the noble advantages that were to follow ; he would 
see them, but still, through a glaaa, darkly ; and thus 
hope would be added to faith. 

Thus does our Father educate those who have first 
submitted theinselves, soul and body, to his govern- 
ment, with implicit and unbounded faith that he will 
work all for their good. To those who thus with 
humble faith renounce their own ways, and say, " Not 
" my will, but thine be done," he soon causes a light to 
spring ; he gives them a hope,^-a hope of the parti- 
cular kind of good things which he has in reserve for 
them. Thus saith St. John : " Beloved, now are we 
" the Bons of God ; and it doth not yet appear what 
" we shall be ; but we know, that when he shall ap- 
" pear we shall be like him, for we shall see him as he 
" is," Here is the hope of the Christian, that he shall 
be made like the Saviour ; that he shall see him and 
shall always enjoy his presence : and St. Paul tells 
IS, that " we are come to tlie heavenly Jerusalem, — 
' to an innumerable company of angels, to the gene- 
" ra! assembly and church of the first-born whose 
" names are written in heaven, and to the spirits of 
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"just' men made perfect." This is the Chriatian'a 
hope — that he ihall he hke the Saviour, — that he 
iihall enjoy the eyeriasting presence of God, and the 
society of angels, and of just men made perfect. He 
has his eye raised above the eaith, and fixed upon 
objects far above mortal vision, but not out of the 
aight that God has quickened and enlightened: and, 
in comparison with the glories that shall be revealed, 
earthly pleasures dwindle and melt down into no- 
thing. 

Thus abideth hope inetead of knowledge. Like 
the patriarch in days of old, who said, " I beseech 
"thee, show me thy glory;" who was told, "thou 
" canat not see my fece, and live : but thou ahalt 
" stand upon a rock {and that rock was Christ), and 
" it ahall come to pass, when my glory paaeeth by, 
" that I will put thee in a cleft of the rock, and I 
" will cover thee with mine hand while I pass by, 
" and will take away mine hand and thou shalt 
" see my skirts, but my face shall not be 
thus we are i 
US, and we ai 
by ; but our 
see hie face. 

But this u 
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cleft of a rock, and hia hand c 
; dim light of hia skirts as he f 
rests in hope that we sliall oni 



B not all. When your child has made 
some considerable progress, and, resting on faith and 
animated by hope, has acquired larger faculties and 
greater knowledge, and has actually employed that 
knowledge in an active life, and used it for its proper 
puipoaes, —then you can say to him, " Now you need 
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" not merely rely upon my ttiord; now you n6ed not 
" even feed upon hope ; tut now feel and know of your 
" own experience the beauty and delight of the dbd- 
' pline to which you have suhniitted." 

And thus does our Father deal witlj us In a future 
world. Faith and hope will he no more : they will 
both have done their duty, and we shall bid them 
farewell for ever : we shall then see the things that 
we believed, and enjoy the things that are hoped. 
But charity or love never faileth, for love will live and 
increase to all eternity. In love, we have actual and 
present experience of the futui'e joys of the presence of 
God. Kow we believe, not because of thy saying, — 
but we have known and tasted it ourselves. We are 
expressly told that God is love: he is not only bound- 
less in love, but it seems to be almost his very essence. 
It does not say, love ta this one, or to that one, but 
— love. 

It ia love that delights in God, — in communion 
with him, — in meditation upon his attributes and his 
dispensations, in the imitation of his perfections ; "that 
" suffereth long and is kind ; that envieth not, vaunt- 
*' eth not itself, and is not puffed up, doth not behave 
" itself unseendy, seeketh not her own, is not easily 
" provoked, thinketh no evil, rejoicetJi not in iniquity, 
" but rejoiceth in the truth." Thus, through love, 
shall we indeed bear the living stamp of Almighty 
God upon our hearts ; and heaven will be already 
begun in our souls. Thus shall we learn Eomething 
of the glories that are to come, — something that shall 
be at once both pledge and a foretaste. And thus 



also shall the wicked, and the worldly, and the camal 
man obtain a foretaste of the horror of hell, — and of 
the cup that he is to drain. If, instead of a faith, 
that throws him upon the Lord Jeaua Christ, he has 
a trust in himself, and in hia worldly pnBsessions, for 
happiness ; if, instead of a hope that tamet his eye to 
heaven) his thoughts go downward to the dust upon 
which he treads, and his heart is the ahode of car- 
nal, and worldly, and malignant passions and desires, 
— this man can form some conception of the fearful 
region of misery. He can conceive the opposite of 
that love which constitutes the happiness of the blessed 
spiritB above : he can conceive a scene of everlasting 
selfishness and suspicion; of nnultitudes of evil beings, 
without one link of affection to unite them ; but the 
everlasting scowl of hatred is upon their brows, and 
the curse upon their lips. This may be a faint anti- 
cipation of those terrible scenes. 

We are here, then, in a state of education for hi 
ven ; and we may now form some conception of the 
desperate infatuation of those men who leave this 
mighty work for the listlessneas of old age, or th 
agonies of a dying bed ! It should be nothing Ics 
than the business of an education, ^an education that 
begins with a /aU/i, that can only rise from a di 
Bense of our own unworthinesa and danger, and that 
our sins need the blood of the Son of God ; — that pro- 
ceeds to a hope, which raises the eye and the heart 
from earth to heaven, and changes all our views ; s 
then proceeds to diarity, which stamps upon us I 
image of the pure and holy God. 
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If we had seen one of our neighbours struck dead 
by a flash of lightning, just after he had been com- 
mitting one of our favourite sins, it is to be supposed 
it would make a aeriouB impreasion upon our mindB. 
If we afterwards beheld two or three more of om" 
acquaintances blotted out of life in the same way, 
and for the same reason, we should probably begin to 
bring the case a little more home to ourselvea. If 
there were afterwards another, and another, and an- 
other ; and we were in the habit of seeing God'a 
wrath executed every day, the moment it was pro- 
voked, it is surprising what a change we should pre- 
sently observe among all the careless and bold-feced 
sinners of society : drunkards shrinking from the flow- 
ing bowl, as if it were filled with poison ; fornicators 
and adulterers rushing from the threshold of the house 
of sin and debauchery, as they would from the flames 
of hell ; liars, swearers, and blasphemers setting their 
finger upon their lips, leat they should perish be&ntin 
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evil word was fully pronounced ; thieyee, misers, and 
extortioners flinging away their darling profits, lest 
they should be struck dead as they touched them. 

Then too, when men should see sentence executed 
speedily against evil works, they could not think of the 
sin without thinking of the punishment along with 
it How cautious should we find them of venturing 
too near ain, eyen in their tempers and conversation- 
we should see a man turn pale whenever an evil 
thought or an evil wish came into his mind, for how 
could he tell but that the thunderbolt would fall at 
that moment, if he ventured to indulge it ? Then 
should we see men watching and praying, that they 
might not fall into temptation, who never knew what 
it was to pray before ; and, it is probable, that those 
who were witnessing the wrath of God coming down 
every day upon the heads of sinners in fire and brim- 
stone, would be so sensible of their danger and their 
weakness, that they would renounce all trust in their 
own powers and their own righteousness, and seek for 
his glorious strength who is able to shelter us from 
the storm and the tempest, and to give us the victory 
over sin, through our Lord Jesus Christ, and to make 
us " more than conquerors, through him who loved 
" us, and gave himself for us." 

It seems to be very plain, that something like this 
would be the case if God were to interfere every day 
to execute sentence upon evil works. Now mark the 
difference : only observe with what perfect ease men 
can bring themselves to indulge in sin, as a matter of 
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Gommon and ordinary occurrence, aa naturally as they 
partake of theJr sleep or their meals ; and they go 
into the way of temptation, and approach the brink 
and the borders of sin, and say, there ia no danger! 

Sow what can be the reason of this astonishing 
diiference ? For every man seems to think that he 
would refrain from sin if he knew that at that instant 
he should stand the consequences. What can be the 
reason of this difference? Is it that men have calmly 
made up their minds, after enjoying the pleasures of 
sin for a season, to resign themselves quietly and con- 
tentedly to the " worm that never dieth, and the 
flame that is never quenched ?" This can hardly be 
the reason : it must be something else — and what ia 
it ? The psalmist has informed us in few words ; 
" The wicked hath said in his heart, Thou will not 
" require it." He does not believe that God mil fiilfil 
what he has declared; — ho does not say so with hii 
outward Itps, but he says it in his heart. With hi* 
outward lipa he says, — It is all very true, the sen- 
tence is gone forth: he is a Qod that will by no means 
clear the guilty: the soul that siimeth it shall die: 
" and cursed is every one that continueth not in the 
" law." It is also true, that " God is not a man, that 
" he should lie, nor the son of man, that he should 
" repent : hath he said, and shall he not do it !" It 
would be rather a bold thing for a man to say, in the 
face of all this, that God would not require it. One 
would think we might take God's word for more than 
this ; and yet so it is, that a man, because he does 



not eee sentence executed against an evil work, either 
in the eaae of others or in hia own, because he does 
not hear and see God's justice every day in thunder 
and lightning, begins to think that God only wants to 
Inghten him by such sentences. There is a diance 
that God may not be in earnest : and upon this chance, 
he plunges in, body and soul. 

It may be well to spend a little time in consider- 
ing this case. Now, before we go a step further, one 
simple question might decide the business. What do 
you think does that man deserve, who yentures his 
eternal soul upon any chance 1 Make the chance as 
great and as plausible aa you please : suppose, if you 
like, that God had never passed regular sentence upon 
sin ; had never published and registered his wrath, 
and that there was only a confused murmur through 
mankind, a light whisper now and then stirring in the 
world, that there was sentence to be executed against 
the soul of every man ha d h — ha h 

was a hell of term n f h u ngh us a d un 
godly : suppose a n an had n a n gh da 
Buch an effect : le be u I h udg — ha 
would that man d rv who ur d hia ma 

Boul upon such a ha W u d any man who 

held it so cheap a aJt s w (h ha 

cAojice great or sma ) ha ali ady d and d 

it { The mere fact, that he allows anythuig like 
chance in such a concern, is enough to turn the chance 
into cerlaiTdy—certaint'!/ of punisliment. 

But, in the next place, let us consider for a little 
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what is the chance that any sinner now sets up against 
the sentence pronounced by the God of Truth. It is 
— that sentence is not executed speedily; that he 
has sinned, and no tkunderbolt has fallen, no blow 
was struck ; that he has seen his neighbours sin, and 
that then too no thunderbolt has fallen, and no blow 
was struck. Now let us exaraiiio this chance for a 
moment, and we shall be surprised to find, that, (even 
leaving all the threats and denunciations of Scripture 
out of the account, and taking the world as we see Jt 
and as we have read its history,) there is new proof 
that sentence will be executed in the end. Now, to 
perceive this, observe that in many eases sentence hat 
been executed against " evil works." 

Look to the flnod: "When God saw that the 
" wickedness of man was great upon the earth, and 
" that every ini^nation of the thoughts of his heart 
" was only evil continually, he said, I wiU destroy 
" man whom I have created, from the face of the 
" earth, both man and beast, and the creeping thing, 
" and the fowls of the air; for it repenteth me that I 
" have made them ;" and accordingly the flood came 
down upon the world of the ungodly. 

Then look to Sodom and Gomorrah: "Because the 
" cry of Sodom and Gomorrah was great, and their 
" sin very grievous, therefore the Lord rained down 
" brimstone and fire out of Heaven," Look next to 
Korah, Dathan, and Abiram : " Behold, they rebelled 
" against the Lord i^nd against Moses and Aaron his 
" servants, and the earth opened her mouth, and 
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swallowed them up, and all that appertained to 
" them." 

Look next to the sentence upon the blaaphemer : 
" The son of an laraelitiah woman, in a quarrel with 
" one of the men of Israel, blasphemed the Lord and 
" cursed : and they put him in ward, that the mind 
" of the Lord might be showed them ; and the Lord 
" spake unto Mosea, saying, Bring forth him that 
" hath, cursed, without the camp, and let all that 
" heard him lay their hands upon his head, and let 
" all the congregation stone him ; and they brought 
" forth him that had cursed, and stoned him with 
" stones." 

Look next to the man who broke the Sabbath : 
" And the Lord said unto Mosea, the man shall surely 
" be put to death ; all the congregation shall atone 
" him with stones without the camp; and they stoned 
" him, that he died." 

Look next to the fornicators, " of which there fell 
" in one day three and twenty thousand ;" cut off in 
thdr iniquitiea : their numbers could not save them, 
Look, in fact, at the whole Jewish dispensation, where 
the Almighty often made bare his arm, and executed 
•entence speedily. 

But look next to the Christian dispensation and 
behold the guilty pair standing before the Apostles : 
And though they came with their right hands full of 
gifts, yet they came with a lie upon theit lips; and 
the moment it was uttered, they fell down and 
gave up the Ghost, — And turn your eyes next to 
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Herod, arrayed in rojal apparel. Bitting upon his 
throne, and making an oration to the people : and 
hark! the people are shouting and saying, "it is the 
" voice of a God 1" — and while they are shouting, the 
angel of the Lord hath smote him. 

Look next to your own observation and experience; 
and there alone you will find Bufficient proof that, in 
many cases, sentence upon evil works has been exe- 
cuted speedily. The course of nature and the con- 
stitution of society have been so ordained by the wis- 
dom and the justice of the Almighty, that the crime 
often brings the punishment along with it. The strong 
arm of the law often seizes the malefactor while his 
crime is still fresh upon him, and consigns him at once 
to death and infamy. 

Then, in the next place, God often mates drunkards 
and profligates their own executioners ; murdering 
their own bodies, — wasting and withering them with 
surfeit and disease, and. making their days few and 
evil ; sick of life, and afiraid of death, and crawling 
into their graves before their time. Others execute 
sentence upon themselves, by wasting their substance 
in riotous living, until they become the guests and 
companions of the swine, and men begin to pity and 
despise them. And sometimes the sons become the 
executioners of their fathers, — and men propagate sin 
from generation to generation, and see their own vices 
improved and multiplied in their own children, who 
return them back their own iniijuities, with intereat, 
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into their lioaom, and " bring down their grey haini 
" with sorrow to the grave." 

And in every man's breast there is an executioner 
that he generally contrives to set to asleep; but some- 
times there comes a shock that rouses tt from its 
alumber, and then it begins to lash him and sting him, 
and smite him upon the heart ; bo that we may per- 
ceive that in many instances (more perhaps than we 
at first supposed) sentence is executed speedily. 

Now we are prepared to consider the chance upon 
which the sinner relies when he sins, and says in his 
heart, " Thou wilt not require it." The chance is 
this: I know that sentence is gone forth against every 
evil work, and that it is pronounced by the God of 
Truth ; but I have sinned — often sinned, and so have 
my neighbours, and the earth did not open her jaws, 
neither did fire and brimstone come down fi'om hea- 
ven, nor did I feel any bad effect arising from it, and 
therefore I have a chance that God will not execute 
the sentence at all. 

Now look at this chance. We have juat aeen that 
sentence is in many cases executed; yet, atmnge as it 
may appear, this very imperfection seems to be the 
strongest possible proof that, in the next world, ven- 
geance will be fulfilled to lli4 tifmost. For observe, if 
we found that every man in this life received just 
what he deserved, and every evil work always brought 
swift punishment along with it, what should we na- 
turally conclude I There is no future punishment in 
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Btore : I see nothing wanting, every man has already 
received the due reward of his works ; every thing is 
already complete, and, therefore, there ia nothing to 
be done in the next world. 

Or if, on the other hand, there were no punishment 
visited upon sin at all in this world, we might be in- 
clined to say, ' TuBh ! God hath foi^otten :' he never 
interferes amongst ub ; we have no proof of his hatred 
of sin, or of his determination to punish it; he ia gone 
away far from us, and has left us to follow our own 
wills and imaginations. So that if sentence were , 
either perfectly executed upon the earth, or no( m*- 
cTiied at all, we might have some reason for saying, 
that there was a chanae of none in a future world. 
But now it is imperfectly executed ; juat so fmich, done 
as ay Y u a e watched, — my eye is upon you ! 
' I ne h slumber nor sleep ; and my vengeance 
' slumb h no And yet, at the same time, there 
IB so lilt d n hat a man has to look into eternity 
fo he a n pi hn ent. 

Th e a na! visitations of God's wrath, — these 
gentences that sinners are often obliged to eseeute up- 
on themselves, — these judgments that sometimes &11 
and burst among us, conne often, enough to lei! ua that 
there is punishment ; but m seldom, as to prove that 
it ia yet to come. They seem to be rather given as 
evidences, than as fulfilments of the wrath of God ; 
rather as a sign than apart ; just as earthquakes and 
volcanic eruptions only serve to show ua what fires 
are burning and labouring in the bowels of the & 
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The flames of hell seem to break out sometimes before 
their time among men in earthly judgments, — to warn 
them of jndgments to come. 

This is the sinner's chance, — that, even if that Bible 
which speaks to him terrible things were a falsehood, 
the Tery course of nature and the current of human 
aETaira furnish the strongest possible proof of — judgment 
to come. " Out of thine own mouth wilt thou be 
" condemned ;" — thine own excuse will be thy con- 
demnation. And which of us has not made thie excuse? 
Which of ua has not often said, in his heart, " Thou 
" wilt not require it;'' and sinned in the face of the 
sentence registered against all iniquity, — in the face of 
the sentence registered against fornication, uocleannesB, 
inordinate affection, evil concupiscence, and eovetoua- 
nesB, which is idolatry, — against anger, wrath, malice, 
blasphemy, filthy communication, — in the face of the 
sentence registered against all those that foi^et God ? 
But you will say, — Surely, God is a merciful God ? 
Are we not told that he is full of mercies and loving 
kindnesses, that his mercy rejoiceth against judgment, 
that he has sworn as he liveth, " that he hath no 
pleasure in the death of the sinner 1" True: his 
mercy is indeed boundless and astonishing; amazing, 
beyond what " eye hath seen, or ear heard, or hath 
" entered into the heart of man to conceive." But 
how has that mercy been shown ? By visiting sen- 
tence to the very uttermost. He did not fling us his 
mercy indolently from his throne ; but he executed 
sentence to the very uttermost upon his only begotten 
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Son. Hia mercy does not consist In eKtinguishing his 
justice, but in executing it upon the head of the Son in 
whom he was well pleased. Awful mercy ! terrible 
forgiveness ! mercy that we must not dare to trifle 

Let us be ourselves the judges : if any man makes 
this mercy an argument for sin, what new punishment, 
what fresh tonnents, how many times must the fii> 
nace be heated for that man, — for hiin who dares to 
Bay, Because the Lord Jesus has died for me> I will 
follow my iniquities I — for him, who would thus make 
Christ the minister of sin ! That blessed mercy — 
that glorious manifestation of inSnite love, was alwayi 
used in Scripture as an argument for repentance, for 
holiness, and for all good ; but any man that curses 
God's blessing, by turning it into an argument for 
continuing in sin,^how is he described in Scripture ? 
He is " the enemy of the Cross of Christ ; " and " He 
" crucifies the Son of God afresh, and puts him to 
" an open ahame!" It had been "good for that man 
" that he had never been bom." Every hour of sin 
that you add to your life under this dispensation, is ga- 
thering over your head— in judgment. The goodnew 
of God, in not cutting you off with your sins still green 
and fresh, is turning every day into wrath. For what 
says the apostle ? " Despisest tho^ the riches of his 
" goodness, and forbearance, and long-sufferii^, not 
" knowing that the goodness of God leadeth thee to 
" repentance ? but, after thy hardness and impenitent 
" heart, treasurest up unto thyself wrath against tl 
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'* of wiBth, and revelation of the rigliteous judgment of 
" Godi" Here you see two things; first, that the ^ood- 
negs of Godj in bearing with you thus long, in not blot- 
ting you out from the face of the earth while you were 
engaged in the last sin that you committed, was leading 
you to repentance; it cannot lead to mei'cy but through 
repentance : secondly, you see that every time you 
neglected and refused " you have been treasuring up 
" wrath against the day of wrath." There ia a treasury 
of vengeance in Heaven : and day by day, and hour 
by hour, you have been casting in your mite. When 
will your cup be full 1 Perhaps at this moment it 
maybe overflowing; perhaps the plain simple warning 
that you hear this day may be tjie last that the Lord 
God will ever vouchsafe to your soul. This at least ie 
certain, — that the next time you return to your sin, it 
will be ill deliberate defiance of the wrath of the Al- 
inighty- Who shall say, whetlier you will he allowed 
to make the trial a second time ? Probably your cup 
may then be full — and he may atrike you dead upon 
the spot. Or if not, he may let you live as a monu- 
ment of his vengeance ; and aa Pharaoh was allowed 
to live, after he had resisted all the means of grace, 
that the Lord might openly manifest his power and his 
justice upon him, God may prolong your life only that 
men may see a sinner gasping without hope upon his 
death-bed, — and, as they look upon the horrors of your 
dying countenance, they may smite their breasts and 
Bay, " God be merciful to me a sbinerl" 
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nB u love, not lial VK loved God, livl Aal he Umed to, and iMl 
hit Son to be the propitiaiioH for our nna. 

[f God had waited until we loved him before he 
loved US, we should not have been assembled here this 
day to read the history of his mercies, and to humble 
ourselves before him, in astonishment at the multitude 
of his loving kindnesse^s. If God had waited until we 
loved him before he loved us, we should never have 
known what it was to come together on a Sabbath 
morning, to talk of meicy and salvation, and the holy 
charity that binds us to God and to each other ; we 
should be now bowing our heads before the vrorks of 
our hands, and the inventions of our own imaginations: 
perhaps, at this instant, we should be met together 
to perform our impure and bloody ceremonies to the 
powers of darkness ; the house which la now the Lord's 
tabernacle, and the place where his honour dwelleth, 
might be the temple in which we adored the god of 
intemperance and sensuality, or made our offerings to 
the wicked spirit that delighteth in war, violence, and 
revenge ; or we might be fiocking to the table of oui 
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evil gbd — not to eat the bread of life, or to drink from 
the iburtainB of the living -water, but to sound his | 
proisea in festivals of drunkenness, riot, and indecency; 
or we should be kneeling at his altar — not to offer the 
sacrifice of a broken and a contrite heart, but to wor- 
ship him with tlie knife, and with the blood of our 
fellow creatures; and, perhaps, we should now be pre- 
paring the children that we loved aa our own souls, to 
pass through the fire of sacrifice that was kindled in , 
his honour, that we might satisfy his fury, and avert I 
his indignation. 

It is true, the very mention of these things may 
now shock our feelings, and we may fancy, if we 
please, that no possible conjuncture of circumstances 
could have reduced us to such crimes and enormities : 
but such was the state of the world at the time that 
the Son of God came down upon the earth, — and we 
shall not find it very easy to prove, either that we are 
a superior race of beings to the men of those days or 
that the natural progress of society has caused the dif- 
ference between them and ourselves. 

The men of those days were our superiors in many 
of the arts of civilised life, and it was then four thou- 
sand years since the creation of the world. The world I 
had time enough to have learned how to love God, if 
it could have loved him ; but "when they knew God, 
" they glorified him not as God : and their foolish ] 
" heart was darkened." They had suffered the know- 
ledge of God to be blotted out of their miwh, and of I 
course the love of God had disappeared from their [ 



hearti. Their reli^on had showed itself only in their 
feativais, — in dninkenntsa, impurity, and blood; in 
the common course of tlieir lives he was foi^otteo ; 
and, by the terrible ceremonieB by which they at- 
tempted to appease his wrath or conciliate hia good- 
will, they proved that tbey regarded him as their ene- 
my. So that if God had only allowed men to go on 
in the way which they had chosen for themseivea, if 
he had not turned to them before they turned to 
him, we should have been now sitting in darknesa 
and the shadow of death, sinning on to our ruin, 
without a thought upon the God whom we were of- 
fending. 

But, indeed, it is not necessary to look back to part 
ages in order to make this gloomy discovery. If a 
man looks into his own heart but for one moment, he 
may soon perceive that if God have loved us, it cannot 
be because we had first loved him. 

Among all the natural passions and affections of 
the human heart, where is the love of Gfod to be 
found? We love parent and child, — we love friends 
and country, — we love riches and honour, — we love 
sin in all its shapes, and we embrace it with all our 
BOuls : these affections take their root in our nature, 
they grow wild in our hearts, and scarcely require 
cultivation. But, instead of finding religion growing 
naiurally within, only observe with what care and 
watching and anxiety it must be cherialied, and re- 
freshed, and preserved ; and if once neglected, yea, 
but for a little, how soon it begins to wither and de- 
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cay ! Any of the other affections of our heart it 
would be almost impossible to get rid of; but to ac- 
quire and cultivate a spirit of religion, is the alow and 
patient work of earnest watchfulness and persevering 
humility. Where is the man amongst us who would 



venture to put up to God s 
gard me aa I have regardei 
treated you 1 For how ha 
have we treated him ? R( 
more as a friend or as an i 
wish that he ' 
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5 I have 
at how 
we look upon him 
as an enemy? How often do we 
I away, and that his eye was nor 
open upon our hearts, and that he did not hear the 
words of our lips, or witness the deeds of our lives ? 
How often would it have been a relief to us to think 
that he was not everlastingly present amongst ual 
Does not our conscience often hear testimony that we 
love the things he hates, by the efTort we make to 
forget and to banish him whenever we wish to give 
way to our shiful propensities, or to indulge in pride, 
covetousness, drunkenness, sensuality, or revenge 1 Is 
it not a confession that he ia at war with those 
things that we love, and that he who loves sin can- 
not love God ? So true ia the word of God, which 
Bays, " He that loveth me keepeth my command- 
ments." 

It ia too plain, that if God had cared as little for ua 
&B we cared for God, w^e should have been long since 
outcast, forsaken, and forgotten: but " herein is love, 
" not that we loved him, but that he loved ub, and 
*' sent hia Son to be the propitiation for our sins." 
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And thus it is stated by St. Paul ; " God commendeth 



" hia love t 
" Christ died f 



1 that whilt 
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;" and ^ain, " When we w«e 
" enemies, we were reconciled to God by the death 
" oF his Son." In these passages we perceive that 
it means the same thing to be a sinner — to be ^ 
enemy of God — and not to love himj and yet, fis 
these sinners — for these his enemies, he sent hia own 
Son to be the propitiation for their sins. 

Herein is love ! The apostle seems to pronounee 
upon this as if there was no other love in all the world 
besides, — as if everything like love was swallowed 
up in this boundless profusion of mercies. It Is ex- 
traordinary with what cold and composed feelings we 
can read and think of this extraordinary sacrifice. It 
is no doubt impossible to comprehend its full extent; 
perhaps it is the employment of blessed spirits, for 
ages and ages to come — aye, or for a!l eternity, to 
make new discoveries in the love of God and the 
death of the Redeemer. Grander knowledge, — new 
blessings,— fresh features, from this wonderful sacri- 
fice, may he showing themselves to the spirits of jart 
men made perfect at every moment, world without 
end. They are " things which the angels desire to 
" look into." 

But God has given us, perhaps, the fullest idea of 
it that we are capable of conceiving, when he teUs us 
that he was his Son — kis oniy Son. It is as If he 
desired every one of us to go to his own heart, and 
find out who is the being upon the earth that is 
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dearect to its affections,^ — huaband, wife, or only child ; 
— the person whom we regarded with the fondest love 
and the most unbounded delight ; the person in whom 
your whole soul aeems to be wrapped up, — in whom 
you almost live, and move, and have your being; and 
to imagine this object of your hopes and affections 
dashed from a state of happiaess, and flung helpless 
into the midst of enemies and persecutors; become 
" despised and rejected of men, a man of sorrows, and 
" acquainted with grief;" and at length brought as a 
lamb to the slaughter, and then descending into the 
grave with torture, insult, and infamy. God himself 
seems to teach us to regard it in this point of view, 
for he said unto Abraham, " Take now thy son, — 
" thine OTiiff son, Isaac, whom thou lovest." He re- 
peats it, as if for the purpose of cutting the father's 
heart, and giving it a new stab at every word of fond- 
ness. " Take now SAy son — tkiji^ only ton, Isaac, 
" whom, tJtou lovest, and offer him for a burnt offering 
" upon one of the mountains that I will tell thee of," 
Abraham rose up, and took Isaac his son, and went 
unto the place of which God had told him. Then, on 
the way, a conversation occurs, in which every word 
that the son speaks is calculated to maie the father's 
heart bleed freshly. It would be an insult to teU a 
father what were Abraham's feelings when he bound 
his BOD, and took the knife in his hand. At that 
moment, however, the angel of the Lord called out of 
heaven, and bade him stay his hand, fiut when the 
Son of God bore his cross to the spot of agony and 
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shame, and was kid bleeding upon the altar, no 
guardian anget descended to relieve his sufferings; 
and when he cried, " My God, my God, why haat 
" thou forsaken me 1" the whole host of heaven stood 
still ; no voice of consolation was heard, and no 
minister of mercy descended to save his Soji, — his 
onl>/ Son, wliom he loved. 

Such is the idea that God has pven us of his love; 
hut still it is imperfect, for it seems as if everything 
relating to God was infinite. His power is infinite; 
and we should judge but poorly of its greatness if we 
measured it by human power. In like manner kit 
teisdom is infinite; and we should never ^le able to 
conceive its extent by comparing it with the greatest 
wisdom of man. So also may we conclude of Aw love. 
The BufTeringa of Christ appear to contain aomethJng 
in them indescribable to the human imagination, and 
unfathomable to hunnan discovery. His mysterious 
agony in the garden, the weight of our sins upon h 
Boul, and the fearfij exclamation, " My God ! my 
" God ! why hast thou forsaken me t" convey an idea 
of suffering, that we neither do nor can comprehend. 
Such is the love of God manifested upon the cross, — 
the love of God manifest in the flesh I 

But, we may say, where was the necessity of all 
this vast profusion of suffering, — this expenditure of 
means, — this astonishing machinery of redemption 
Could not God have forgiven us at a word ? Noi 
only consider what idea it is we form of God, when 
we im^ne that foi^venesB is so very easy a n 
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We conceive him to be an arbitrary and capricious 
Being, who can make laws and break them at random, 
and fling his pardon to his creatures carelessly from 
hia throne. la this a worthy idea of him " who 
" cannot lie, and who cannot repent?" Recollect that 
mercy, with us, means the reversing of a law, the 
changing of an established order of things : our very 
idea of mercy implies an imperfection in the law, in 
the decision upon the law, or in the execuUnn of the 
law. If human taws were perfect, or human judges 
infallible, where would be the room for mercy i It 
was a question reserved for the wisdom of Almighty 
God alone, to prove how justice and mercy could be 
reconciled; to hold forth forgiveness to the offender 
without violating, relaxing, or suspending that law, 
which is " holy, and just, and good." Accordingly, 
we find that, upon the cross, the violation of that law 
was visited to the uttermost ; that " he bore our sins, 
" and carried our iniquities,'' — that " the chaatise- 
" ment of our peace was upon him :" and thus we are 
told, in the passage before us, that " the love of God 
" was manifested in sending his Son to he ike pro- 
"pUAation for our sins;" and again, " God was in 
" Christ, reconriling the world unto himself." 

It ia a terrible truth, which men would do well to 
recollect more than they do, that the same cross shows 
God's hatred for sin as well as his love for the sinner ; 
the same cross shows that he cannot forgive iniquity, 
and yet that he was willing to visit it upon his own 

n,&i our 9akeB : it shows us his wrath and his love. 
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and the one appears to be the measure of the other. 
We have been this day endeavouring to fiithom his 
love, — and have found it impossible : and yet Uie very 
immensity of that love Beems to consiat in averting 
wrath, that is equally boundless and inconceivable. 
Alas ! alas t we deceive ourselves strangely by fency- 
ing that it is an easy thing for (Jod to fo^ve sin. 
Consider well what it is that makes it such an easy 
thing for you to commit sin; and you will find that 
it is because you fancy it an easy thing for God to 
forffive it. 

The great and fearful question with every man 
amongst uB ia, ' Has the blood of Jesus Christ cleansed 
' him from all sin ?' or, shall he hiraeeif abide the 
awful consequences in the eternal world ? For, as 
surely as God is true, one or other of these must be 
the case. The word of God supplies us with the 
means of judgment — " If any man be in Christ, he 
" is a new creature." It seems to be founded upon 
a principle plain and obvious to any man's oommon 
sense, — if we need no change we need no mercy. 

He now stands at the door and knocks, and invites 
you to acknowledge yourselves his at his table; and 
if we come with but half the good-will with which he 
invites, and waits to receive us, we are blessed and 
happy beings ! Let us beware how we turn our twclc 
upon it ; or how we take it unworthily. We must 
come to that table, forsaking our sins, which were so 
hateful in the sight of heaven that they crucified the 
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Son of God, and forsaking all claims upon the ground 
of our own imperfect righteousness. Let us " make 
" mention of his name only ;" and may we so share 
the fellowship of his sufferings, that we may know the 
power of his resurrection 1 Amen. 
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1 CoitnfTHlAHS, X. 13, 

Th^fe hdfh no iempiatirm taken you tml such as is comJiV)n to nan : 
but God ia /itU/tfiil, iclio idll not isffir you la be templed oion 
that ^ are ohie ; bai aitl mik the lemptaiiim alio tnaie a uny in 
escape, that ye mity be abie to bear ii^ 

Perhaps nothing can exceed the efforts of God to 
enable ui to overcome temptation, except our own 
endeavours to disappoint them. There would be some- 
thing amusing, if it were not too terrible to amuse 
us, in observing the ricbea of our resources, and the 
curious variety of espedients which we have invented 
for trifling with temptation ; forgetting, that to trifle 
with temptation is to trifle with God. 

Some of us plunge into it headlong, — with a sort 
of heedless and frantic desperation, never slopping 
to look to the right hand or to the left, even for the 
shadow of an excuse ; shutting our eyes as we hurry 
on, and imagining there is no danger, because we do 
not Bee it ; flying so rapidly from one temptation to 
another, that there is no time for thought or reflection 
between; until at last v?e arrive, full speed, Jif X 



book of the grave 1 There ia no stopping then ; the | 
force with which we arrived hurries ua onward of its ■ 
own accord ; and we are Iiurled to the bottom, with 
the weight of all the sins we have committed bearing 
us down with greater fury. 

There are others amongst us, who first, without 
any consideration, comply with the temptation, and 
then stop to look about them for the excuse : they 
first commit the sin, not well knowing at the time 
what defence they can make, but trusting to chance, 
or to their own ingenuity, for finding one after- 
There are others, more cautious and circumspect, 
who first look round for an excuse ; but the moment 
they see anything that bears any resemblance to one, 
they are perfectly satisfied. They dare not look that 
way again, iest a second thought should undeceive 
them : it is an excuse as it stands, — but another 
glance, or one moment's cloaec inspection, might show 
them that all was &lae and hollow ; and rather than 
be thus undeceived, they take it at the first view, and 
surrender to the temptation, hoping that, because they 
had deceived their own hearts, they had deceived 
One "that ia greater than their hearts." However, 
it may be well to study them a little more attentively, 
as one day or other we shall have to look them in the 
tace. 

All the excuses which we are in the habit of | 
making, appear to be reducible to two classes; and, 
what is very remarkable, they contradict each other. 
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One of these dangerouB apologiea is, that many of our 
particular temptation a are, in their very nature, different 
from those of other men. We often persuade ourselves 
that we are placed in circumstances totally different 
from those in which other human beings are involved; 
and often &ncy that nature has given us passions and 
propensities from which the generality of mankind are 
entirely free, or by which they are much less power- 
fully actuated. Hence we flatter ourselves that our 
situation is so original, and the temptations to which 
"We are exposed so unlike those which humaa nature 
is generally called upon to encounter, that the trans- 
gression into which it leads us is something new — 
that it stands distinct and alone ; and we can scarcely 
bring ourselves to think that God will class it with 
the ordinary violations of his law, or sentence it to the 
same condemnation. Thus we often go on, imagining 
that many of our transgressions are exceptions to those 
of the generality of men, and that we have made out 
B new case for ourselves in the annals of sin, to plead 
before the throne of God. 

This is one of our excuses : but what is the other 1 
The common frailty of our nature ; the plea that all 
men do the same ; that our sins are such as the bulk 
of mankind commit ; and that we only gratify the 
passions of human nature, or its common weaknesses, 
in complying with such temptations. Now, would it 
not be enough to show the emptiness and silliness of 
these apologies, — to consider, that there is not a single 
sin that we could not j uatify by such means t If the 
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temptation aeemg to be peculiar ici us — not such a 
human nature is in general subject to, the firat will 
serve. If it be one to which the generality of man- 
kind are exposed, the second cornea to our relief: bo 
that we are certain that, if the one fails, the other 
will succeed. One would imagine that this would be 
enough. But the passage before ua meets them both. 
As to t\ie first excuse, that there are certain tempta- 
tions peculiar to ourselves, and which we do not share i 
in common with our fellow-creat vires, it says, " There \ 
" hath no temptation taken you, but such ai 
" mon. to man." But, evea leaving Scripture out of | 
the question, what reason have we to suppose that n 
are an exception to the general lawa of human nature t 1 
Should we not rather conclude, that men who partake I 
of the same nature as ourselvea may be subject to the 
very same temptations ? We are all inclined to con- 
ceal " the sins which most easily beset us :" there- 
fore, without our observation, others may be exposed 
to those very trials which we conceive exclusively our 
own, and may, at that instant, be making the very 
same excuse. There is no doubt that men differ very 
much in thou: character and constitution, and the 
ingredients of human nature are variously mixed in 
different beings. The ruling propensity in one man 
may be avarice ; in another, " evil concupiscence" and 
debauchery ; in another, gluttony and drunkenneaa ; 
in another, ambition; in another, the predommant 
passion may be, a fondness for mischief, for riot, and 
blood ; while another may be governed by a sottish 
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indolence, or a wild inconstancy. But, as the apoBtle 
declares (after enumerating the gifts of the Holy Spirit 
to different men) that "all these worketh one and 
" the self-same spirit " — the spirit of righteousness, — 
HO may it he said of these passions, all these worketh 
the one and the self-same spirit— the spirit of sinful 
human nature. They are the common elements of our 
nature, only differently mixed; but it is generally in 
defence of the chief and ruling passion that we urge 
the first excuse, which we mentioned above : and thus 
every man would yield to the passion to which he was 
most attached, and would embrace the sin he most 
bved. Every man would thus have chosen one part 
of the law which he might break— that part which 
he was always vwat incliTied to break; and, there- 
fore, the very part which he was bound to be moat 
watchful in observing. There chiefly, and because 
it is our ruling passion, and that which exalts itself 
most against the love of God, lies our perilous and 
fiery trial, where our greatcEt resistance should be 
exerted. 

There remains now only the second excuse — ^the 
&ailty of human nature ; the common tendency to sin 
which we all feel. Alas I this indeed is true : but it 
is equally true that there ia "a God of purer eyes than 
" to behold iniquity;" a God who has said, " The 
" soul that ainneth, it shall die ;" a God whom, with- 
out holiness, no man shall behold. Yet, even vrith 
the sense of thia present to our minds and our hearts, 
how totally unable do we feel ourselves to make that 
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groat and continued exertion — to eftect that complete 
rcTolution in heart, in conversation, and in practice, 
which shall qualify ub to stand before the holineas of 
Ood I How totally unable do we feel ourselves to 
make any advance even under the consciouBneaa that 
we are bound by his command ; bound by our own 
consciences, — our own hopes and fears ; bound by the 
thoughts of death and life; bound by the prospect or 
misery or immortality, to lay all our earthly affections 
at his feet, and consecrate our very beings to his ser- 
vice t How feebly do we attempt to struggle through 
the throng and crowd of temptations that beset and 
besiege ua on every side, and that stand between us 
and our God ! The passage before ua, in reply to our 
first excuse, declared that there hath no temptation 
taken us that ia not common to man ; but what says 
it to our second, — the frailty of our unfortunate na- 
ture 1 " God is faithful, who will not suffer you to 
" be tempted above that ye are able." Here, with our 
warning is our great consolation. It ia not merely 
that God will asEist us, but that he will not sdfer us 
to be tempted above that we are able. It is uttered 
in all the majesty of conscious omnipotence. " I will 
" not lafer you to be tempted above that ye are able." 
It is as if he had promised to work a miracle rather 
than allow ua to be overpowered: it ia as if he would 
shake the powers of heaven aitd earth rather than that 
his promise should not be performed : that he would 
check the course of nature, that he would stop the sun 
in his career, if he were found to bring ua into dangers 
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out of wliich there was no escapfc; that he would 
sat the profligate current of human aff^rs ; that he 
would say to the tide of temptations, if it were pouring 
in too boldly upon us, " Thus far shall thou come, and 
" no further." 

But let UB fully understand the meaning and the 
nature of this glorious proniiae. We may observe 
then, in the first place, it is not a promise of grace 
which excuses us from resisting temptation, but of 
grace, by which we are enabled to overcome it. So 
that while, by the blood of Christ, and by that alone, 
we are saved, and while no human being shall be 
able to say, he has earned salvation unto himself, 
vie are ten times, and ten times more bound to wt^ 
war with the world, the flefih, and the devil, ae the 
unworthy siimers whom Christ has redeemed, than as 
the presumptuous Phaiiaee, who proudly counts over 
his works and his alms as the price of his salvation. 
For we are endowed with new motives and new 
strength to resist it, which he, " trusting in himself," 
never could experience. In fact, God does every 
thing for ua, short of what is inconsistent with his 
own nature, which revolts at all impurity and sin. 
For our aakes, he sends his Son on earth, to a life of 
sorrow and persecution, and to a death of agony and 
ahame, in order to redeem ue from the pimishment of 
sin : he sends his Holy Spirit, to purify us from it« 
corruption : he uttets prophecy to warn ua : he works 
miracles to convince ue : everything, in &ct, that ia 



not incompatible with the fixed principle of his nature ; 
" Without holineaa, no man shall aee the Lord," 

The second thing to be observed in this promise, 
IB the inseparable connexion of divine grace with 
human exertion. He does not say that he will not 
Buffer us to be mercome, but that " He will not suffer 
" us to be tempted above that we are able." Here 
we aee the genuine operation of the grace of God. 
Human exertion without it is hopeless, powerless, 
ineffectual. Dependent upon our own exertion alone, 
we should be tempted above that we are able. On 
the other hand, the grace of God is given in vwn, 
unless we embrace it humbly, unless we hold it fast in 
our hearts, unless we wield it in our hands. It doea 
not actually vanquish the temptation ; but it clothes 
us for the battle in the armour of righteousneas. 
Therefore, with watching and praying, and with fear 
and trembling, let wa await the approach of every 
temptation that we see bearing down upon our souls. 
Inspired by the animating assurance, " That God is 
" faithful, and will not suffer us to be tempted above 
" that we are able ;" and with the awful sense that 
God is on our side, and that we must not dare to 
desert hia standard when he promises us victory, let 
UB advance to fight the good fight of faith. But let us 
march with slow and thoughtful steps, and an humble 
and resigned confidence, to meet the attack of sin and 
death, under the shadow of hia holiness, who would 
often have gathered us under his protecting wing, and 
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we would not. Thus will this poor wonn, who once 
crawled along the earth, yielding^ with a faint heart 
and trembling conscience, to every sin that assailed 
him, " become more than conqueror through him that 
« loved him." 



APPENDIX. 



ti may be a matter of aurpriee to some readera ^ 

that Mr. W had not exercised his poetical talents 

upon religious subjects: but the fact was, that he 
seemed to shrink from such themes as too lofty f( 
hia genius — too pure and too awful for what he 
humbly thought his insufficient powers. The stan- 
dard of excellence which his imagination had raised 
was so high, that no effort of his own could pve him 
satisfaction. 

He had sometimes entertained the idea that re- 
ligious subjects might be profitably introduced in 
songs adapted to national rnusic, which might thus 
be made a vehicle of populaT instruction ; how much 
he felt the delicacy and difficulty of such a task, will 
appear from the judicious observations contained in 
a letter to a pious friend who had sent him i 
verses written with that view. 



* * * u The poems upon wliii:li you dflsire my opLmon " 
" flecm to be the prodnctioii of a truly apirituaJ mind — a mind 
" deeply eiercised in esporiniBnlal religion, whiuli eees evary 
" object ituough a puce and baly naDdium, and lums ererytbing it 




deiotion. But Iheir very eicellence in lhi> 
" respect aeema, in the present instance, to conitUule their 
" leading defect. Their object, if I undentand. it uight, ia to 
^^ nuke popolor masie a ehnnuel bj* which reli^oua feeling may 
"be diflilaed throngb society; and thus, at the same time, to 
" redeem the national mnaic fraiB the profaneneis and licentioui- 
" DBBB to which it has been pioatitiited. As to the Brat ohjeit : 
" the natural language of a spiritual nian, which wonld remind one 
" of the like epiril of much of his internal experience, would he 
" not only uninteresting, bat ivhsolutely iinintelligihle to the gene- 
" rality of mankind. Ho ipenks of hopes and fears, of pleainres 
** and paina, which diey could only ooiuprehend by having pre- 
" viously felt theia. 

" You remember that it ia said of the ' new song that wu 
" sung before the throne,' that nn man could learn that >ong, <ave 
" those that were redeemed from the earth : and therefore it often 
" happens, that those who boat understand that music, ars more 
" intelligibte to heaveidy than earthly beings; they ere ofl«i 
" better underBtomi by angels than by men. The high degree of 
" spirituality which ihey h.ive attained often tenders it not only 
" pginfnl, bet impossible, li> accnmmodalo themeelveB to the 
" orduiary feelings of mankind. They cannot stoop, enn though 
" it be to eonqiier. To the world, their effusioTis are in an nn- 
" known bogiiage. In lact, they often take for granted the Tery 
" woric to be done ; they presuppoie that communion of feeling 
" and unity of spirit between themselves and tho world which it 
^ is their primary object to produce; and when they ^o not pro- 
" duce this eflect, they may eien do mischief; for the spontaneous 
" langnime of a rehgtons mind is, generally speaking, revolting to 
" the great mass of society: they shrink from it ai they do Itddi 
- the Bible. 

" Just consider all the eantion, the judgment, and the Bkill, 
" requisite in order to introduce religion profitably into goneml 
" converaalioTi, and then you may conceive what will be the ble 
" of a song — to which ti man has reconrsa for amusement, and 
" which he expects will appeal to his fecUngs— whan he finds il 




nhich he hac nnt leunt to attach snj 
:h speaks 1o feeUnga he never eipeii- 
11 this account I conceive Uwt a song intended to 
" make religion popular Bbonld not be f nftVefy of a religionB niBt ; 
" tliat it alioujd take in an wide a rmige as any other fiong^ should 
" appeal to every passion and feeling of oai nature not in itself 
" ainfiil, — should employ all the scenery, iho imagery, and circum- 
" Hance of the ungs of this world, while religion should be il^■ 
" diraeUg introduced, or delicately insinuated. 1 think we shall 
" Hnne to the same conclusion if we consider the reformation of 
** the national mueic as the primary object. The predominant 
" feelings excited and expressed by our national airs, howerer 
" exquisitely delightful, are manifeatl; iuHun ,■ and il is evident 
" that, in order lo do them justice, we must folio* tha prevniling 
" tone. The slrain and jTrounrf-nvir* of the words can haidly be 
" spiritual ; but a gleam of religion might be every now and then 
" tasteMly admitted, with the happiest effect. But indeed it ap- 
" peaiB 90 difficult, that in the whole range of poetry there does 
" not occur lo me, at present, an inslance in whieh it baa been 
" lucccsifully eieculed. The only piece* which I now recollect 
** as at all eiernplifying my meaning is Cowper's ' Alexander 
" Selkirk,'' beginning ' 1 am monareli of all I survey,' which I 
"believe has never been set to music It is not pro/natJly 
" religious; nay, the lituatiun, the sentiments, and the feelings, 
" an such as the commonest reader can at once conceive to be his 
" own. It needs neither a spiritual man, nor o poet, nor a man 
" of taste or of education, to enter into immediate sjmpothy with 
" him ; it is not until the fourth stanra (after he has taken pos- 
" Mssion of his reader) that he Introduces a reUgtous sentiment ; 
** to which, however, he hod been gradually ascending ; and even 
~ d recommends it with what may. perhaps. 



* The author probably woul 
Scotch ballad ■* I "m wearing av 
memory.^ — En im r. 



" bo called the Tomantk ajid pictttrenpn of religicm, ' the aaund 
" of the chncch-gDing beU,^ &c. He then appears Vj desert tlie 
"■ subject altogether, and only cetumB to it (aa it were) aeeidemt- 
"■ aUy—hul with what beauty aud effect ! — in the last fanr 



" 1 am renlly struck with constemaljan at finding that I have 
" be«n writing a review rather than giving an opinion, and mnat 
" DDt dare to add another word, but to beg ;aa will believe me 
" Yours, &c. 
" C. W." 



It may not be uniiilerastir 
of his early poetical puB^rs i 
displayed when a school-boy. 



JESUS RAISINQ LAZARUS. 



The Saviour stood ; be dropp'd a heavenl 
The dew of pity fcoina soul sincere: 
He heaved a groan I — tbough large his cup of w 
Yet Btill for others' grief his Bormwi flow ; 



h had sped hie sharpest, deadliest dart^ 



Sisters and friends, a 



o the blest abode, 



tt always made ih; Son thy o 

oul in vain preferred its pTayer 

I, Father ! this Ihy flock ndieve, — 1 



" Dry thoD their ^en^^ at 



iach them >o believs I 



'.I the sinking wreub from death can m 
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" Aw»ke ! aiiM !" the healing words be spoke, 

And death's deep slumbcre in a, moment bmke : 

Fate bears astiiniah'd,—tTemblee at the word. 

And natnre jieldB, o'eTCome by nature's Lord. 

Light peepi witli glimmering rsjs into his eyes ; 

With lingering paces misty darkness flies ; 

The pulse slow vibralee through the languid frame, 

The froieo blnod renews the vital fiame i 

His body soon its wonted strength regains, 

And Ufe returning rushes to his Teins. — 

They look 1 they start 1 they ]ook t — 'lis he, 'tis he ! 

They see him,— and yet scarce believe they sea ! 

On Him— on Him they tnm tlieir thankful eyes, 

Erom whom such wondroas benefits arise : 

On Him they look, who, Oud and Man combined, 

Join'd mortal feelings with a heavenly mind ; 

On Him their warm collected 'blessings pour'd ; 

As Man, they loved him — and as Qod, adored. 



ON THE DEATH OF ABEL. 

In yonthfnl dignity and loiely grace, 
With heaven itself reflected on his face. 
In puiity and innocence array 'd. 
The perfect work of God was Abel made. 
Tn him the fleecy charge his sire consign'd : 
An angel's figtire with an angel's mind, 
In him his father every blessing view'd, 
And thought the joys of Famdiau renew'd. 
But stem aud gloomy was the soul of Cain ; 
A brother's virtue wai the soorco of pain ; 
Halice and hate their secret wounds impart. 
And envy's vulture guaws upon his heart ; 



With discontPDted hand lie tum'd the soil. 

And inly grieving, monnur'd o'er hit toil. 

Each with his ofiering to th' Almighty came. 

Their allare raised, sjid fed the sacred flame. 

Scarce could the pitying Ahel hear to hind 

A lamb, the picture of his Master's mind ; 

Which tn the pile with tender hand he drew. 

And wept, hb he the Heating victim slew. 

Aronnd, with fond regard the zephjF played. 

Nor dared disturh th' oblation Abel made. 

The graciouB flames accepted . npward flew. 

The Lord received them, — for his heart was true. 

His firal-reap'd fruits indignant Cain prepares, — 

But vain his sacriBcc and vain his prayers, — 

For bI! were hollow ; God and nature ttown'd. 

The wind dinpersed them, and the Lord diiawn'd. 

He looks behind — vhal fliuncs aronnd him rise P 

" O hell ! 'tia Abel-B, Abel's sacrifice I 

" Curst, hated sight ! another look would tear 

" My soul with rage, would plunge me in despTur I 1 

" Still must each wi^ that Abel breathes be 1 

" Still must I see his suit to mine preferr'd I 

" Still must this darling of creation ihaie 

" His parent's dearest loYe, His Maker's care ; 

" But Cain is doom'd his sullen hate ta vent — 

" Is doom'd his woes in silence to Ument:— 

" Why should the voice of Abel sound more deal, 

" More eweet than Cain's unto my father's i 

" Each look, that once on me wilh pleasure glowM, 1 

" Each kiss, each suiile, on Abel is bestow'd. 

" He loves me, views me with sincere delight; 

" Yet, yet I hate him, yet I loathe liia sight [ 

" But why detest hiin ? why do I return 

" Hale for hii love, — his vnimi affection ipnm P 

" Ah t vain each effort, vain persuasion's ait, 

" While rancour's sting is festering ui my heart !" 
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At this ill-&ted moment, when hia mge 

Nor love could bind, bit reason could assuage, 

YouQg Abel came ; he mnrk'd liis soUen woe, 

Nor in the brother could discern the foe. 

As down his cheeks the gencraus sorrow ran. 

He gazed with fondness, and at length began i 

« Why lowers that storm beneath tliy clouded eje P 

" Why wonldnl thou Ihua thy Abel's presence tiy ? 

" Turn thee, my brother ! new me laid thus low, 

" And smooth the threatening terrors of thy brow. 

" Have I offended ? is my isalt so great, 

** That truth and friendship cannot change thy hate J* 

" Then teU me, Cain, tell me aU thy care ; 

" O eeaae thy grief, or let thy Abel share ! " 

No tears preiail : hia passions stronger rise ) 

Increasing fury flaahei from bis eyes ! 

At once, each fiend around hia heartatrings twines, — 

At once, all hell within his aoiil combinea. 

" Ah, serpent ! " — At the word ha fiercely apning, 

Caught th' accursed weapon, brandisb'd — swung, 

And smote ! the stroke descen ded on his brow ; 

The suppliant victim sunk beneath the blow : 

blood (listain'd his locks with gore — 
Those beauteous tresses, that were gold before : 
Nor could hie lipa a deep-drawn sigh restndu. 
himself he sigh'd— he aigh'd for Cain : 
Hii dying eyes a look of pity cast, 
And beam'd tbrgiyeneaa, era they clos'd their last. 
The murderer view'd him with a vaaint stare, — 
Each thought was anguish, and each look despair. 

Abe], awake ; arise 1" he trembbng cried ; 

Abel, my brother!" — but no voice replied. 
At every call more madly wild ha grew. 
Paler than he, whom late in rage he slew . 
In Crightfiil silence o^er the ccrso he stood. 



And chain 'd in 



onder-d at tl.e blood. 
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" Abel ! my trother ! could not nil 

" Thy love for me proBervo thee from thy M 1 

" Why did not Heaven avert tUt deadly blow, 

" That dreadfnl, hated wound, thai Lud thee low ! 

" I 'm in hell ! each breath, each blaW aknoB, 

" And every maddening demon 19 in arma; 

" The voice of God, the curtw of He«ven I hear ; 

" The name of murder'd Abel strikea my ear, 

" Holla in the thnnder, mstloa in the tieee, 

" And Abel ! Abel I muranLra in the breeie. 

" Still fancy Karei me with his dying groan, 

" And cloiheB each scene in borton not its own. 

" Cunt be that day, the harljinger of woes, 

" When first my mother fell a mother's throei ; 

** When sweetly smiling on my in&nt tace, 

" She blest the fintUng of a fnlnre race. 

" O Death ; thou hidden, thou myiterioua bane ! 

" Can all thy tenors equal living piun ? — 

" Yet still there lies a world beyond the grave, 

" From whence no death, no subtcrfage, can save. 

" Thou, Ood of Vengeance ! these my aufferings se> 

" To all the Ood of Mercy, but to roe ! 

* soothe the tmtures of niy giiilty state, — 

" Greet ie thy vengeance, but ihy mercy great. 

" My brother I thou canst tee how deep I grieve i 

•" Look down, thou injured nngel, and forgive ! 

" Far hence, a wretched fiigilive I roam, 

" The earth my bed, the wiWerntas my boma. 

" Far hencfl I stray from these delightful seats, 

" To solitary tracts, and dear retreats. 

" Yet ah ! the very beasts will shun my sight, 

" Will fly my bloody footsteps with aiFrigbt. 

" No brother they, no hithful friend have slain, — 

" Detested only far that crime is Cain. 

" Had I but luU'd each fUry of my soul, 

" Had held each rebel passion in control, 



" To ntttnre and (d God had fhithliil prov'd, 
" And iDTed a brother as a brother loy'd, — 
" Then had I ennk into a grare of rest, 
" And Cain bad breoth'd his lart on Ahsl's bi 



The follawing juTenile eierciwa (composed sm'dnt the hurry oT 
public Bxaminaliona, and within the short time allowed on luch 
occariona) were thooght to gits fair iiroiuiM of future eicellance 
in LAtin leniJicHlian. Some of the ben verses which he wrote 
hsTe been Inat ; and he never applied himself afterwards to the 
ciUtimtion of his talents in that way. 



GBffiCIA CAPTA FERUM VICTOREM CEPIT. 

Intenta hellis, et rudis artiujti, 
Victrix juvenilis iugruit Attics, 

Sedesque doctrinx dicatai 
Imperio aubigit auperbo; 
Sed nan CamoinaK ; hx plocido domonC, 
H^e sieva cultu pedortt molliunt, 

Cratatqne RomBotlm vaganti 



Vicu 



Ingpuii 
I Athem 



mjici 



nthabena 






Kama fere 



ir gymm 



iofon 



Torrentis itBlaa elaqnii, et gmris 
DemosthBuis gustavit acer 
Rhetoricnm Cioero Snentum. 
RaptSl eoiori Mieonidis tub^, 
Dignofi mogiatro dnt namcros Maraj 
Audaique clangoirm strepentf m 
Increpat, attonitusque can tat. 
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Chordsni in Lalinai jEolicnm IjraE 
Modamque F1a«ue tranitulil sum 
Mfll dulce libavit, Postte 
Aooii labiii mdumm . 



PRINCIPIIS OBSTA. 
Surge I n« Inrpis tenenC Volnptas ; 
Anna, qiue VittuB dedit, alque Numen. 
Indue, nd pugnom dtaa ; ecce ptieienB 

Advenit hoitll. 
Advenit dinim Vitiitin, ille priino 
Pmlia tantilm supenmdaB hoatii ; 
CaoMIBS pugnom, cadat atqne sununo 

Limine victuf. 
Vipens ueiam gcuitura pcokm 
OvB conenlcB ; niii sit iMentra 
CampriniBa peates, breriter tremenda 

Pullulat HfdiB. 
Eigo vincendum Vitiuia juventi eat; 
HeiGolii vivtiB memoT, et tenella 
Stnngulct, cunia eliflni, ingruentes 

DcEtra draconea' 



IRA FUROR BHEVIS EST. 

Qoara Bupremum dat geminun Ctjtua ? 
Seneique taiA mJleB obil omnit ? 
Quia pectus invndit Gdele 
Nl Fuiiis Bgitatus ipaia F 
Furore fclix I cni leelat el nefaa 
Poitquam patiilsBEt nan Ratio redit I 
Nod mentia ullnnB ilagelk 
Sentiel, et rabie fmetur. 
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AhI liB prawepi — [lerf 
Mentflg nt legtaa impu 

Helinqnit, accedunt querela, 
CoDida mens, Ucbcymieqni 



MISCELLANEOUS THOUGHTS. 




Lpentiti-jn used tn liimiBli 
BDpplied for them. Tiu» 
ance of eclipeea. These 
in barbarDUS minds, and 
. Civilisation 



It is cnrious to obeerre what M 
to ima^natinn, and what civil ieai 
may be aptl; illaBtratcd by the 
fbrtnerly excited a real and presei 
gave a wild and violent impulse t 
hai dried up this founuun fiir tha faxcf , bat has mpplied th« 
knowledge of that glciioua B^stem of the nniverHe, wbicb, thon^ 
it does not 60 imperioualy demand consideration, yet, when oon- 
udered. displaj^s a much more magniHcent and extensive field for 
imagiuBtioa, which thus seems to haio even gained by ita alliance 
with trath. 



Imagination seems alrnoat neceasaiy to truth and reason, and 
often first suggests what reason afterwards proves, and nfterward* 
seems necessary (at. least with such limited beings as we are) to 
admiK its results. 

Trutb and ^eas(n^ when Hghtlj- considered, by develofung thu 
works uf the Deity, arc, in other words, deraloping tha ■ 
and beautiful, which arc also the abJecLs of iniagination. 



There is a degree of alliance between tratb and im^^ery. Ws 
look for a degree of prDbabrlity in the wlMest fits of fancy; and 
require, at least, apparent harmony and coherence, and a ooii- 
sistency with human nature. 
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Men who accustora themselves to taie conipreteai 
pnulical Buhjecte, often forget the application ti 
dlTidnals, in considering the effect upon the aggregate of mankind. 



coUcct 



Thus 






dth a 



the character, and justly appreciate the good effects of Christianity, 

are Bometiines ignorant of its docCrinas, and uninfluenced by ile 
precepts. One reason ii, that in considering the aggregate of 
mankind the individual is kept out of nev; another, tliat many 
of the effects upon society are merely temporal, and all come short 
of those which it produces upon [iny one individual upon whom 
it is practically influential i another, is the pride that naturally 
accompanies the mind which is pocaesaed of those compiehensiTC I 



It might be at once one of the most certain and the mojt 
agreeable methods of decomposing and developing the ingredients 
of human nature, tu take sonie of those pasaagee of undoubted 
and tranicendent cicellence which ore supplied by poetry, umt 
and polite literature in general, and by altering one or Iwi 
the leu prominent words or espreisiont, perhaps a mere particle, I 
into one apparently synonymous, to observe the change of feeling 
produced by change of phrase, and pursue It to its (onrce. This 
would he a species of metaphysical analyaiE, in which, from 
real though dehcato and unobtrusive data, we might, by cautioug 
fpasoning, arriva at abstract principles. For if a change of feel- 
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J ii produced, if we fi 
however gliglit, the pkai 
mtGaBe,aa the moat exa 
Thus we should detect i 
byiteloBs; and, what is 
in the progress of reaaoni 

indnlging in fandiu] and extravagant speculation 
feelinga to compare or contrast— ibe pleaanre with its disappoint- 
ment. This might lead to a knowledge of tho principles of onr 
nature; to an acquaintance with the delicacy of language and 
atyle; to a radical improvKment of tasle, and to a perception 
of the more retiring, but, perhaps, the more exalted beautiei of 
literature. 



It waa the greatest compliment ever paaaed upon one of tlie 
greatest slateimen Che world ever saw, " that he ruled the wil- 
" deinesi ot/ret niinda." Shall we then deny to the Creator an 
sxcellence that we admire ix one of his crmtureB ? 



The question between (X believe) Vnllnirc and Roasseau, 
" Whether the savage or the civilised state were preferable?" ia 
one of the greatest arguments for the utter depravation of our 
ipcdea. The mere naked fact, that such i question had arisen 
among Tatioual beings — Wkelier tteg i^toidd cORfinHs u a iM* 
aUied to tie brute, or arrrl lie verg foBulties KhvA amititiUed Uum 
a ipeeies — is enough ; we need go no tijrther. 



Successful ambition is like the rainbow which spaas the tkj, 
and it gaxed at, by all who behold it, with admiration: il it 




ctiinpoBed of Ilie rays of the eon, together witli the appnraching 
tain and the advandng clond. Alas ! and does not ambition epua 
the earth with a momentary grasp, and 19 it not compoied of the 
beams of glory, which are transient, and the deluge of rain and 
devastation, and the ctond of laislbrtunes, which are permanent P 
For the rainbow fades and diss anay in an instant, and the raya 
of its glory depart with it ; bnt Ibe rain and clond enited while 
il existed, and survived when the rainbow and its beams had 
vaniiihed. Thus does the man of ambition derive his glory from 
cauung rain : the min is contempurary with the giory, and out- 
lives it. His dear beam fades as he sinks into the grave, but he 
beiinealbs the atorai to his fellow-creatures. 



Irish music often gives us the id ea of a moiirafiU letrospect npon 
past giuety, which cannot help catching a little of the spirit of that 
very gaiety which il is lamenting. 



There appear to be two species -of eloquence ; one arising from 
a clear and intense perception of truth, the other from a rich and 
powerful imaginntion. 

The sentunent comes at once from the lips of the orator, with 
language at the moment of its birth, like Minerm in panoply from 
the brow of Jove. 

The milk of hnman nature appears under as many different 
modifications in the dispositions of men, as the substance to which 
it is compared, undergoes in the dairy. In some men of a pei^ 
petuo] and impregnable good humour it has all the uiliness and 
coniiitenoy of butler ; in those of a Uberal and generous dispou- 
tion, it has all the richness of cream ; in men of a sickly habit 
of mind, il has all the mawkisli insipidity of whey; and in a 
large portion of the community, it poisessea all the louineii of 



866 APFBKDIX. 

Solitude and Society may be iUuBiiatcd by a lake and nTCT. 
In the ore, iiidc?ed, ws can Tiew the heaveni more cahnly and 
diilinctly ; bat we can also aee our own image mora claorly, and 
*ie in iisnger of the gin of Naicisaus : while, in the ri»or, tbe Tiew 
both of the heaiena and of ouiTBelTDs ia more broken and disturbed; 
but health and fertibly oie scattered around. 



The imperfect progress of Chrialianity is only analngouB to t! 
first state of which it is th-c reslitution — tbe elate of Ad 
in Edeu. There Adam was liable to ^I ; and the blessing! 
Christianity — ^which is declared to be the restoration of that si 
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Those who cbtU at the apparent dashing of the attributes 
Deity, and at the control which they appear to eierdae mutually 
upon each other, inToluntarily &11 into a species of 
They distribnle the Deity into so many different essences: they, 
in &ct, deify his attribotes, and make so many independent gods. 
Whereaa, the division of the Deity into attributes is only an 
accommodation to tbe weakness of human faculties, lie la the 
simple, perfect Deity; of single and uncompounded energy; 
like the solar ray, appearing mure pure and simple Iban its in- 
gredient. 



One difficulty of a preacher is, to botanee the terron and com- 
fbrlB of reUgion ; a difliculty in style rather than in matter. Thorn 
who speak upon other subjects have generally to give the mind a 
strong impnlse In one direction, because their object is generally to 
produce one certain specific net, i, e. n vote on a certain side i but 
the preacher baa to induce a hafa/ of acting, to rognlatc a. laan's 
bupes and fears. This perhaps is one argnmenl ag^sl extera- 
ponuieous pleaching. 



APFBSDIX. 

Shall the ward of h physician alter inir regimeaP Shall a few 
hnudredB added to, or aubtiacted fiom our foctune, alter oat style 
of liTing P^And j-et shtdl a riail from God produce no change? 
Shall beaien haye descended upon earth, and earth tenmin what it 
^-aa ? Shall the Spirit of God have communed with me, and shall 
mj soul return impuriiied from th? conversation ? r 



Christ is "God manifest:" He ia tie Word— God ieard: the 
Light— God seen: tlie Life— God felt. 



The difFcreacc between oui Lard's style of prophecy and that of 
all other prophets ia this: He seems to apeak with a cteai — atead; 
perception uf fnlurily, as if his eye was jnal as calmly Bied upon 
fiilure erents as if the whole were a present occnrrenca: the pro- 
phets appear only to have a pictnre, or a strong delineation of 
their prominent featurea, and their imagination became healed and 
turbid, and agitated and confused. 



The alary of St. Paul's converuoD is told in three difierent waya 
by the same author ; and when compared, the differcnceB appear 
so natural, from the different situations and citcuiastances in whidi 
they are related, that, first, they bear invincible teslimony to the 
uutlietiticity and genuineness of the hook itself ; and, secondly, aie 
a standing instatu^ how natural are the variations between the 
different Gospels; and prove that, instead of fiunishing an ob- 
jevlion, ikey are an additional evidence of their truth. The 
account of the baptism of Cornelius ia told twice, and ia another 
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[he gennine Christian, 
it is beyond theii poner ; th«y feel bjo sensibly ihe difficulty of 
attaining that very stale of feeling and dispoBilion which is dis- 
played in tueh a character, la entsitain in llieir heart any mean 
or degrading opinion of the character which they apparently 
nnderYalne. Every thought which is wmng from their canicience 
by its anwelconie intrusion upon their contfmplation, rises in 
jadgmeBt agunst their inilifTerence. Oad has net permitted them 
to despise a Ims Christian : they may pnas him by with a haughty 
and supercilious coldness : they may deride him with a taunting 
and sarcastic irouyi but the spirit of the prondesC man that ever 
lived will bend before the grandeur of a Christian's huinilitj. You 
are at onee awed, and jou rewil upon your nwa conscience when 
you meet with one whoso feelings are purified by the Goapal. 
The light of a Christian's soul, when it shines into the dark den 
of a worldly heart, startles end alarms the gloomy passiona that 
an brooding within. Is this contempt? No: hLt all the 
virulence which is excited by the Christian graces can be resolved 
into envy>~-the feelings nf devils when they thinlc du the pure 
happiness of angels : and to complete their confosion, what is at 
thai moment the teelii^g in the Christian's heart? Pity, mixt 
unfeigned pity. 



The ancients cither let their passions run wild, or coniii 
them like wild beasts in their ci^ea, where they were kept n: 
tering in their cells : bnt Christ has taught them their legitin 



APPBHDIS. 

The ques^on. Whether ike yiusiow are to be admiKerf iv-to rr- 
ligioii: divides itself inlo two: First, Whetlier the paBBJoDs nn 
unieasonable in themHlres : Secondlf , Whether they are mis- 
placed in religion: The first is a piece of Btoicism, ^t is too 
ahnud and ridicnlous to be maintained. 

The second di<id«E itself also into two : First, Whether ihe 
afiections are misplaced in religion, generally: Secondly, Whether 
otir Saviour is the proper object of thcan. 

First, generally ; it is a great presnmplion agiunW it, that it 
proposes at once to exclude &om religion so grand a part of the 
composition of man. It is to be supposed, that as the organs of 
the body, so the original paesiotisot the mind, were given for some 
valoable pnrpoaea by the Creator. They are tiow in peipetual 
rebellion ; and reason alone would pteaimie that it would be the 
HJIect of revelation completely to repair the consequences of this 
cormplion. This indeed had been tried by hnraan Bystems in vain, 
Epicnms confirmed the asurpation of the passions; the Stoics 
attempted to extinguish (hem ; but it :b the peculiar office of 
Chrietianity to bring all the facidties of our nature into their due 
subordination ; 'that ao the whole man, complete in all his func- 

■ lions, may be restored to the tme end of hia being, and devoted, 

■ entire and harmonious, to the service and glory of God.' 



LETTER REFERRED TO IN PREFACE.! 



To Hie Editur u/ tlie Edmhurgh A di-a 



" Sir, 



iinple, £th May, 1811. 
olitrude iU3'self again m 



" It i» with no little com 
" jour DOtice, and that of the public. A few weeks i 
■• forward, with aimplicity of deugn and desire, to rindicate the 
" rights of an unhcfiiended individual, who had given me the 
" assurance, and prei!ented me with strong preaomptire evidence, 
" of his claim to a piece of literary property of high value, alwnt 
" the authorship of which not a little diseusuon at one time w«» 
" carried on. Under impresuona, slrcng and deep, of Mi. Mack- 
" intosh's claim to the authorship of the celebrated Ode on Sir 

'" — not being satisfied, besides, with such evidence as had then 
" coma to my knowledge, to prove the claim of Mr. Wolfe to it, 
" and baring also had presented to me acveml proofs by Mr. 
" Mackintosh, which gave, in my view, the utmost credibility la 
^ his pretensions, 1 acknowledge that I hastened, with the seal 
" of aniiety, to vindicate the property of one who had appeared 
" to me tn have been excluded from hie due by the circnmslaiuies 
** of his obscure lot, and the modeatjr and diffidence a( his 

" Feeling thus, I cannot «ay that there is ground of regret 
" with me that I betook myself to the aopporting of the auppmed 
" right of one whoso pliice -under me gave him a hold on raj 
" atlenliou and care. And, aniely, when 1 look back on Ibc terms 



LBTTBR BEF EBBED TO IR PBBFACB. 

" in which I advanced his pretenaionB, I have no cauee 
" the mode in which I Etated them : but I haeten now with deep 
" rtgrel, on account of the unhappy poeition in which Mr. M. 
*' mrut now stand, as welt ae with equal regret at having been 
" unintentionally the means of occnsioning pain to any friends to 
" the memory of Mr. Wolfe, to eoUToy to you, and through you 
" to the public, that, first, upon new evidence, successively during 
" these weeks pajt, brought forward to me, and these at length 
" leading, alas ! to the confession of the pretended author him- 
" lelf, the previous Etslement is without (he shadow of a founda- 

" Painful an this communication must be to the individual so 
" deeply implicated in it, I have hisi authority, along with avowed 
" sentiments of hia contrition for what he has done, to make it, 
^ and in the explicit terms nuw used. 

" WM. MUIR, 
" Assist. Min., Temple." 

" This letter was read by Mr. Moir to Mr. Mackintosh in mj 
" presence, at Temple, on the evening of the 6th of May, 1841. 
" THOMAS C. LATTO." 
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